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DR. WARBURTON'S 

ADVERTISEMENT 

To the Octavo Edition of Mr. Pope's Works, 1751. 

[VyTR. Pope, in his laft illnefs, amufed himfelf, 
**• amidft the care of his higher concerns, in pre- 
paring a corrected and complete Edition of his wri- 
ngs j and, with his ufual delicacy, was even folici- 
tous to prevent any (hare of the offence they might 
°ccafion, from falling on the Friend whom he had 
en gaged to give them to the Public. 

In difcharge of this truft, the Public has here a com- 
plete Edition of his Works ; executed in fuch a manner, 
a8 > I am perfuaded, would have been to his fatisfac- 
tion. 

The Editor hath n6t, for the fake of profit, fuflfered 
^ e Author's Name to be made cheap by a Subfcrip- 
Qon ; nor his Works to be defrauded of their due ho- 
nour* by a vulgar or inelegant Impreffion; nor hii 
Memory to be difgraced by any pieces unworthy of his 
talents or virtue. On the contrary, he hath, at a very 
great expence, ornamented this Edition with all the 
advantages which the beft Artifts in Paper, Printing, 
and Sculpture could beftow upon it. 

If the Public hath waited longer than the deference 
due to it mould have fuffered, it was owing to a rea- 
fon which the Editor need not make a fecret. It was 
his regard to the family-interefts of his deceafed Friend- 

Vol. I. a Mr. 



ii ADVERTISEMENT. 

Mr. Pope, at his death, left large impreflions of feveraf 
parts of his Works, unfold ; the property of which was 
adjudged to belong to his Executors ; and the Editor 
was willing they mould have time to difpofe of them 
to the beft advantage before the publication of this 
Edition (which hath been long prepared) mould put a- 
ftop to the fale. 

But it may be proper to be a little more particular 
concerning the fuperiprity of this edition above all the 
preceding : fo far as Mr. Pope himfelf was concerned. 
What the Editor hath done, the Reader muft called for 
himfelf. 

The firft Volume, and the original poems in the 
fecond, are here printed from a copy corrected through- 
out by the Author himfelf, even to the veiy preface : 
which, with feveral additional notes in his own hand, 
he delivered to the Editor a little before his death. The 
Juvenile Translations, in the other part of the fecond 
Volume, it was never his intention to bring into this 
Edition of his Works, on account of the levity of fome, 
the freedom of others, and the little importance of any. 
Butthefe being the property of other men, the Editor 
had it not in his power to follow the Author's intention. 

The third Volume, all but the Effay on Man (which, 
together with the Effay on Ciitacifm, the Author, a lit- 
tle before his death* had corrected and publifhed in 
Quarto, as a Specimen of his projected Edition) was 
printed by him in his laft illnefs (but never publifhed) 
m the manner it is now given. The difpofition of the 
ZjMfite Oft the Characters of Men is quite altered : that 
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ADVERTISEMENT. iii 

on the Chara&ers of Women, much enlarged ; and the 
Epiftles on Riches and Tafte corrected and improved. 
To thefe advantages of. the third Volume, muft be ad- 
ded a great number of fine Verfes taken from the Au- 
thor's Manufcript-copies of thefe poems, communicated 
by him for this purpofe to the Editor. Thefe, when 
he firft published the Poems to which they belong, he 
thought proper, for various reafons, to omit. Some 
from the Manufcript-copy of the Effay on Man, which 
tended to difcredit fate, and to recommend the moral 
government of God, had, by the Editor's advice, been 
reftored to their places in the laft Edition of that Poem. • 
The reft, together with others of the like fort from his 
Manufcript-copy of the other Ethic Epiftles, are here 
inferted at the bottom of the page, under the title of 
Variations. 

The fourth Volume contains the Satires j with their 
Prologue, the Epiftle to Dr. Arbuthnot ; and Epilogue, 
the two Poems intitled mdccxxxviii. The Pro- 
logue and Epilogue are here given with the like advan- 
tages as the Ethic Epiftles in the foregoing Volume, 
that is to fay, with the Variations, or additional verfes 
from the Author's Manufcripts. The Epilogue to the 
Satires is likewife enriched with many and large notes, 
now firft printed from the Author's own Manufcript. 

The fifth Volume contains a corre&er and completer 
Edition of the Dunciad than ham been hitherto pub- 
lished 5 of which, at prefent, I have only this further 
to add, That it was at my requeft he laid the plan of a 
fourth Book. I often told him, it was pity fo &a& a. 
poem fhould remain di/graced by the merancfe ot ^ 
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iv ADVERTISEMENT. 

fubjecl:, the moft infignificant of all Dunces, bad Rhy- 
mers, and malevolent Cavillers : That he ought to raife 
and ennoble it by pointing his Satire againft the moft 
pernicious of all, Minute-philofophers and Free-think- 
ers. I imagined too, it was for the intereft of Religion, 
to have it known mat fo great a Genius had a due ab- 
horrence of thefe pefta of Virtue and Society. He came 
readily into my opinion ; but, at the fame time, told 
me it would create him* many enemies. He was not 
miftaken. For though the terror of his pen kept them 
for fome time in refpeft, yet on his death they rofe with 
unreftrained fury, in numerous Coffee-houfe tales, and 
Grubftreet libels. The plan of this admirable Satire 
was artfully contrived to mew, that the follies and de- 
fects of a fafhionable Education naturally led to, and 
neceflarily ended in, Free-thinking; with defign to 
point out the only remedy adequate to fo fatal an evil. 
It was to advance the fame ends of virtue and religion, 
that the Editor prevailed on him to alter every thing in 
his moral writings that might be fafpe&ed of having the 
leaft glance towards Fate or NaturahTm ; and to add 
what was proper to convince the world, that he was 
warmly on the fide of moral Government and a revealed 
Will. And it would be injuftice to his memory not to 
declare that he embraced thefe occafions with the moil: 
unfeigned pleafure. 

The fixth Volume confifts of Mr. Pope's mifcella- 
neous pieces in verfe and profe*. Amongft the Verfe 
feveral fine poems make now their nrft appearance- in' 

* T/je prole Is not within the ptan of tbit edition. 



ADVERTISEMENT. v 

tois Works. And of the Profe, all that is good, and 
nothing but what is exquifitely fo, will be found in 
this Edition. 

The feventh, eighth, and ninth Volumes conM en- 
tirely of his Letters. The more valuable, as they arc 
the only true models which we, or perhaps any of our 
neighbours have, of familiar Epiftles. This collec- 
tion is now made more complete by the addition of 
feveral new pieces. Yet, excepting a fliort explanatory 
letter to Col. M. and the Letters to M5. A. and Mr. 
W. (the latter of which are given to (hew the -Editor's 
inducements, and the engagements he was under, to 
intend the care x)f this Edition) excepting thefe, I fay, 
the reft are all published from the Author's own print- 
ed, though not published, copies, delivered to the 
Editor. 

On the whole, the Advantages of this Edition, above 
the preceding, are .thefe, That it is the firft complete 
collection which has ever been made of his original 
Writings; That all his principal poems, of early or 
later date, are here given to the Public with his laft 
corrections and improvements 5 That a great number of 
his verfes are here firft printed from the Manufcript- 
copies of his principal poems of later date : That many 
new notes of the Author's are here added to his Poems ; 
and laftly, that feveral pieces, both in profe and verie, 
make now their firft appearance before the Public. 

The Author's Life deferves a juft Volume j and the 
Editor intends to give it. For to have been one of the 
firft Poets in the world is but his fecond praife, lUvra% 
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vi ADVERTISEMENT. 

in a higher Clafs. He was one of the nobleft works of 
God. He was an honeft Man *. A man who alone 
pofleflfed more real virtue than, in very corrupt times, 
needing a Satirift like him, will fometimes fall to the 
(hare of multitudes. In this hiftory of his life, will be 
contained a large account of his writings ; a critique on 
the nature, force, and extent of his genius, exemplified 
from thefe writings; and a vindication of his moral 
character, exemplified by his more diftinguifhed virtues t 
his filial piety, his difinterefted friendftiip, his reve- 
rence for the conftitution of his country, his love and 
admiration of virtue, and (what was the neceffary 
effect) his hatred and contempt of vice, his extenfive 
charity to the indigent, his warm benevolence to man- 
kind, his fupreme veneration of the Deity, and, above 
all, his fmcere belief of Revelation. Nor fhall his faults 
De concealed. It is not for the interefts of his virtues 
that they mould. Nor indeed could they be concealed, 
if we were fo minded, for they mine through his Vir- 
tues ; no man being more a dupe to the fpecious appear- 
ances of Virtue in others. In a word, I mean not to 
be his Panegyrift, but his Hiftorian. And may I, 
when Envy and Calumny take the fame advantage of 
my abfence (for, while I live, I will freely truft it to 
rny Life to confute them) may I find a friend as careful 
of my honeft fame as I have been of His ! Together 
with his Works, he hath bequeathed me his Dunces. 

# " A wit's a feather, and a chief's a rod, 
" Aa honeft Man's the nobleft work of God." 

So 



ADVERTISEMENT. vii 

So that as the property is transferred, I could wifli they 
■would now let his memory alone. The veil which 
"Death draws over the Good is fo facred, that to throw 
dirt upon the ftirine fcandalizes even Barbarians. And 
though Rome permitted her Slaves to calumniate her 
beft Citizens on the day of Triumph, yet the fame pe- 
tulancy at their funeral would have been rewarded with 
execration and a gibbet. The Public may be malici- 
ous ; but is rarely vindictive er ungenerous. It would 
al>hor thefe infults on a writer dead, though it had borne 
with the ribaldry, or even fet the ribalds on work, when 
he was alive. And in this there was no great harm : 
for he muft have a ftrange impotency of mind whom 
fuch miferable fcribblers can ruffle. Of all that grofs 
Boeotian phalanx who have written fcurriloufly againft 
me, I know not fo much as one whom a writer of repu- 
tation would not wifh to have his enemy, or whom a man 
of honour would not be alhamed to own for his friend. 
I am indeed but (lightly converfant in their works, and 
know little of the particulars of their defamation. To 
my Authorfhip they are heartily welcome. But if any 
of them have been fo abandoned by Truth as to attack 
my moral character in any in flan ce whatfoever, to all 
and every one of thefe, and their abettors, I give the 
lye in form, and in the words of honeft Father Vale- 
rian, " MentLris impudcntilfirae." 
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RECOMMENDATORY POEMS. 



To Mr. POPE, on his Pastorals. 



I 



N thofe more dull, as more cenforious days, 
When few dare give, and fewer merit praife, 
A Mufe fincere, that never Flattery knew, 
Pays what to friend/hip and defert is due. 
Young, yet judicious ; in your verfe are found 5 

Art ftrengthening Nature, Senfe improv'd by Sound. 
Unlike thofe Wits, whofe numbers glide along 
So fmooth, no thought e'er interrupts the fong : 
laborioufly enervate they appear, 
And write not to the head, but to the ear : 10 

Our minds unmov'd and unconcerned they lull, 
And are at beft moft mufically dull : 
So purling ftreams with even murmurs creep, 
And hum the heavy hearers into fleep. 
As fmootheft fpeech is moft deceitful found, J 5 

The fmootheft numbers oft are empty found* 
But Wit and Judgment join at once in you, 
Sprightly as Youth, as Age confummate too : 
Your (trains are regularly bold, and pleafe 
With unfore'd care, and unaffected eafe, %o 

With proper thoughts, and lively images : 
Such as by Nature to the Ancients fhewn, 
Fancy improves, and judgment makes your own : 
For great men's fafhions to be follow'd are, 
Although difgraceful 'tis their cloatht to wear, t.^ 
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Some in a polifiVd ftyle write Paftoral, 

Arcadia fpeaks the language of the Mall. 

Lijce fome fair Shepherdefs, the Sylvan Mufe 

Should wear thofe flowers her native fields produce j 

And the true meafure of the fhepherd's wit 30 

Should, like his garb, be for the Country fit : 

Yet muft his pure and unaffected thought 

More nicely than the common fwain's be wrought, 

So, with becoming art, the Players drefs 

In filks the mepherd, and the mepherdefs j 35 

Yet ftill unchang'd the form and mode remain, 

Shaped like the homely ruflet of the fwain. 

Your rural Mufe appears to juftify 

The long-loft graces of fimplicity : 

So rural beauties captivate ^ir fenfe 40 

With virgin charms, and native excellence. 

Yet long her Modefty thofe charms concealed 5 

Till by men's Envy to the world reveal'd ; 

For Wits induftrious to their trouble feem, 

And needs will envy what they muft efteem. 45 

Live, and enjoy their fpite ! nor mourn that fate, 
Which would, if* Virgil livM, on Virgil wait ; 
Whofe Mufe did once, like thine, ;n plains delight, 
Thine (hall, like his, foon take a higher flight ; 
So larks, which firft from lowly fields arife, 50 

Mount by degrees, and reach at laft the fkies. 

W. WYCHERLEY. 
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To Mr. POPE, on his Windsor-Forest. 

TT AIL! facred Bard 1 a Mufe unknown before 
•*• ■* Salutes thee from the bleak Atlantic more. 

• 

To our dark world thy mining page is fhown, 
And Windfor's gay retreat becomes our own. 
The Eaftern pomp had juft befpoke our care, 
And India pourM her gaudy treafures here : 
A various fpoil adom'd our naked land, 
The Pride of Perfia glitter' d on our ftrand, 
And China's Earth was caft on common fand : 
Tofs'd up and down the glofly fragments lay, 10 

And drefs'd the rocky fhelves, and pav'd the painted 
bay. 

Thy treafures next arriv'd : and now we boaft 
A nobler cargo on our barren coaft : 
From thy luxuriant Foreft we receive 
More lafting glories than the Eaft can give. t5 

Where'er we dip in thy delightful page, 
What pompous fcenes our bufy thoughts engage ! 
The pompous fcenes in all their pride appear, 
Frefli in the page, as in the grove they were. 
Nor half fo true the fair Lodona mows *G 

The fylvan ftate that on her border grows, 
While flie the wond'ring fhepherd entertains 
With a new Windfor in her watery plains- 1 
The jufter lays the lucid wave furpafs, 
The living fcene is in the Mufe's glafs, *$ 
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Nor fweeter notes the echoing Forefts chear, 

When Philomela fits and warbles there, 

Than when you fing the greens and opening glades, 

And give us Harmony as well as Shades i 

A Titian's hand might draw the grove j but you 3P 

Can paint the grove, and add the Mufic too. 

With vaft variety thy pages mine 5 
A new creation ftarts in every line. 
How fudden trees rife to the reader's fight, 
And make a doubtful fcene of made and light, 35 
And give at once the day, at once the night ! 
And here again what fweetxonfufion reigns, 
In dreary deferts mix'd, with painted plains 1 
And fee ! the deferts call a pleafing gloom, 
And fhrubby heaths rejoice in purple bloom : 40 

Whilft fruitful crops rife by their barren fide, 
And bearded groves difplay their annual pride. 

Happy the man, who firings his tuneful lyre 
Where woods, and brooks, and breathing fields infpire 1 
Thrice happy you ! and worthy befl to dwell 45 

Amidft the rural joys, you fing fo well. 
I in a cold, and in a barren clime, 
Cold as my thought, and barren as my rhyme, 
Here on the Weftern beach attempt to chime. 
O joylefs flood ! O rough tempeftuous main ! 50 

Border' d with weeds, and folitudes obfcene ! 

Snatch me, ye Gods ! from thefe Atlantic mores, 
And fhelter me in Windfor's fragrant bowers 5 
Or to my much-lov*d IfiV walk convey, 
And on her flowery banks for ever lay. - 55 

Thence 
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let me view the venerable fcene, 
ful dome, the groves eternal green : 
acred Hough long found his fam'd retreat, 
>ught the Mufes to the fylvan feat, 
d the wits, unlocked the Clafftc ftore, 6% 

de that Mufic which was noife before, 
ith, illuftrious Bards I fpent my days, 
from cenfure, nor unknown to praife, 
the bleflings that his reign heftow'd, 
fd Windfor in the foft abode. 6$ 

len minutes fmoothly dace'd away, 
eful Bards beguil'd the tedious day : 
ig, nor fung in vain, with numbers nVd 
iro taught, or Addifon infpir'd. 
Tay'd to touch the trembling firing : 70 

ild hear them, and not attempt to ling ? 
i from thefe dreams by thy commanding ftrain, 
I wander through the field or plain j 
ly Mufe, from fport to fport-I run, 
jftretch'd line, orheai'the thundering gun. 75 
v I melt with pity, when I fpy 
>ld earth the fluttering pheafant lie ! 
y robes in dazzling lines appear, 
y feather mines and varies there, 
n I pafs the generous courfer by 5 So 

1 the prancing fteed allures my eye, 
he *s gone ! and now I fee him fly 
and dales, and now I lofe the courfe, 
he rapid fight purfue the flying horfe. 

Ob 
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Oh could thy Virgil from his orb look down, &£ 

He'd view a courfer that might match his own ! 
Fir'd with the fport, and eager for the chace, 
Lodona's murmurs ftop me in the race. 
Who can refufe JLodona's melting tale ? 
The foft complaint (hall over Time prevail ; 90 

The Tale be told, when fhades forfake her fhore, 
The Nymph be Tung, when (he can flow no more. 

Nor fhall thy fong, old Thames ! forbear to mine, 
At once the fubject and the fong divine. 
Peace, fung by thee, fhall pleafe ev*n Britons more 95 
Than all their (houts for Viftory before. 
Oh ! could Britannia imitate thy flream, 
The world fliould tremble at her* awful name : 
From various fprings divided waters glide, 
In different colours roll a different tide, 201 

Murmur along their crooked banks a while, 
At once they murmur, and enrich the ifle 5 
A while difiinct through many channels run, 
But meet at laft, and fweetly flow in one 5 
There joy to lofe their long-diftinguifh'd names, io< 
And make one glorious and immortal Thames. 

FR. KNAP 
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To Mr. POP E, 

By the Right Honourable 

Anne Countefs of Winchellsea. 

*T"» HE Mufe, of every heavenly gift allowed 
* To be the chief, is public, though not proud. 
Widely extenfive is the Poet's aim, 
And in each verfe he draws a bill on Fame. 
For none have wit (whatever they pretend) g 

Singly to raife a Patron or a Friend $ 
But whatfoe'er the theme or object be, 
Some commendations to themfelves forefee. 
Then let us find, in your foregoing page, 
rhe celebrating Poems of the age, i« 

Nor by injurious (cruples think it fit, 
fo hide their judgments who applaud your wit t 
But let their pens, to yours, the heralds prove, 
Who ftrive for you, as Greece for Homer ftrove. 
Whilft he who beft your Poetry aflerts, 15 

Aflerts his own, by fympathy of parts. 
Mfe Panegyric verfe does not inipire, 
Who never well can praife what I admire, 
Nor in thofe lofty trials dare appear, 
But gently drop this counfel in your ear. to 

So on, to gain applaufes by defert j 
Inform the head, whilft you diflblve the heart s 
Inflame the foldier with harmonious rage, 
Elate the young, and gravely warm the fogt 1 



And give their darling pailion, courtly grace. 
Defcribc the Forelt ftill in rural Arams, 
With vernal fwcets frtfll- breathing from the pi; 
Your Talcs bo eafy, natural, and gay, 
Nor all the Poet in that part diiplay} 
Nor let the Critic there his fkili unfold, 
For Boccace thus and Chaucer tales have told. 
Sooth, as you only can, each different tlfte, 
And for the future charm as in the paft. 
Then, mould the vcrfe of every artful hand 
Before your numbers eminently ftnnd $ 
In you no vanity could thence be Ihown, 
Unlcfs, fince iliort ju beauty of your own, 
Some envious fcribbler might in fpight declare, 
That for comparifon you plac'd them there. 
Bnt Envy could not againd you fucceed : 
"Tis not from friends that write, or foes that 
Cenfuna or Praife muft from our&Ives proceed. 
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To Mr. POP E. 

By Mifs Jod. Cowper, afterwards Mrs. Mad- a it. 

f~\ Pope, by what commanding wondrous art, 
*-' Doft thou each paflion to each breaft impart i 
Our beating Hearts with fpiightly ineafures move, 
Or melt US' with a tale of haplefs Love ! 
T'h' elated mind's impetuous ftarts control, 5 

Or gently footh to peace the troubled foul ! 
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Graces dll now that fingly met our view, 
And fingly charm M> unite at once in you : 
A ftyle polite, from affectation free, i« 

Virgil's corre&nefs, Homer's majefty ! 
Soft Waller's eafe, with Milton's vigour wrought, 
And Spenfer's bold luxuriancy of thought. 
In each bright page, Strength, Beauty, Genius mine, 
While nervous Judgment guides each flowing Line. 1 5 
No borrow'd Tinfel glitters o'er thefe Lays, 
And to the Mind a falfe Delight conveys 1 
Throughout the whole with blended power is found, 
The Weight of Senfe and Elegance of Sound. 
A lavifh Fancy, Wit, and Force, and Fire, to 

Graces each motion of th' immortal Lyre. 
The matchlefs Arams our raviuVd fenfes charm : 
How great the thought ! the images how warm ! 
How beautifully juft the turns appear j 
The language how majeftically clear I 25 

With energy divine each period fwelis, 
And all the Bard th' infpiring God reveals. 
Loft in delights, my dazzled eyes I turn, 
Where Thames leans hoary o'er his ample urn $ 
Where his rich waves fair Windfor's towers furround, 
And bounteous ruii amid poetic ground. * 
Windfor ! facred to thy blifsful feats, 
Thy fylvan ftiades, the Mufes* lov*d retreats, 
Thy riling hills, low vales, and waving woods, 
Thy funny glades, and celebrated floods t 35 

But chief Lodona's filver tides, that flow 
Cold and unfullied as the mountain fnow 5 
Vol. I. b Ww>fe 



[ xviii ] 

Whofc virgin name no time nor change can hide, 
Though ev'n her fpotlefs waves mould ceafe to glide i 
In mighty Pope's immortalizing ftrains, 4.0 

Still (hall fhe grace and range the verdant plains ; 
By him felecled for the Mufes* theme, 
Still mine a blooming maid, and roll a limpid ftream. 

Go on, and, with thy rare rcfiftlefs art, 
Rule each emotion of the various heart j 45 

The fpring and teft of verfe unrivaled reign, 
And the full honours of thy youth maintain j 
Sooth with thy wonted eafe and power divine, 
Our fouls, and our degenerate taftes refine 5 
In judgment o'er our favourite follies fit, 50 

And foften Wifdom*s harih reproofs to Wit. 

Now war and arms thy mighty aid demand, 
And Homer wakes beneath thy powerful hand ; 
His vigour, genuine heat, and manly force, 
In thee rife worthy of their facred fource ; 55 

His fpirit heighten'd, yet his fenfe intire, 
As Gold runs purer from the trying fire. 
O, for a tylufe like thine, while I rehearfe, 
Th' immortal beauties of thy various verfe ! 
Now light as air th' inlivening numbers move, 60 

Soft as the downy plumes of fabled Love, 
Gay as the ftreaks that ftain the gaudy bow, 
Smooth as Meander's cryftal Mirrours flow. 

But, when Achilles, panting for the war, 
Joins the fleet courfers to the whirling car j 65 

When the warm hero, with celeftial might, 
Augments the terror of the raging fight, 

From 
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s fierce eyes refulgent lightnings ftreara 

emerging darts a golden gleam) ; 
i hoarfe verfe we fee th' embattled foes j 70 
loud (train the fiery onfet glows } 
ength redoubled here Achilles (nines, 
the battle thunders in thy lines. 
: bright Magic of the Painter's hand, 
:s, ftreams, tall towers, and far-ftretch'd plains, 
command; 75 

eading woods embrown the beauteous fcene, 
e wide landfcape fmiles with livelier green, 
ting glafs reflects the diftant (ky, 
r the whole the glancing fun-beams fly ; 
en, and difclofe the inmoft (hade ; So 

n'd harveft crowns the level glade, 
n the artift does a work defign, 
•older rage informs each breathing line ; 
le ftretch'd cloth a rougher (broke receives, 
far awful in the canvas lives ; S5 

Lit like lavifh Nature's felf fupplies, 

the limbs, and fpirit to the Eyes 5 
/'n the paflions of the mind are feen, 

Soul fpeaks in the exalted Mein ; 
II is 311ft, and regular, and great, 90 

1 the mighty Mailer's (kill, as boundlefs as 
complete. 
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Lord MIDDLESEX to. Mr. POPE. 

On reading Mr. Addison's Account of the 

Englift Poets. 

T F all who e'er invok'd the tuneful Nine 

-* In Addifan's reajeftic numbers ihine, 

Why then mould Pope, ye bards, ye critics tell, 

Remain unfung, who fings himfelf fo well ? 

Hear then, great bard, who can alike infpire < 

With Waller's foftnefs, or with Milton's fire 5 

Whilft I, the meanest of the Mufes' throng, 

To thy juft praifes tune th' adventurous fong. 

How am I filled with rapture and delight 
When gods and mortals, mix'd, fuftain the fight ! n 
Like Milton then, though in more poliih'd ftrains, 
Thy chariots rattle o'er the fmoaking plains. 
What though archangel 'gainft archangel arms, 
And higheft Heaven refbunds with dire alarms ! 
Doth not the reader with like dread furvey 1 

The wounded gods repuls'd with foul difmay ? 

But when fbme fair-one guides your fofter veiTe, 
Her charms, her godlike features, to rehearfe ; 
See how her eyes with quicker lightnings arm, 
And Waller's thoughts in fmoother numbers charm, a 

When fools provoke, and dunces urge thy rage, 
Flecknoe improved bites keener in each page. 
Give o'er, great bard, your fruitlefs toil give o'er, 

For (till king Tibbald fcribbles as before ; 

Poc 



tefpeare fuffers by his pen each day, 25 

rubftreet alleys own his lawful fway. 

irn, my Mufe, thy quick, poetic eyes, 

7 gay fcenes and opening prbfpe&s rife. 

>w his ruftic numbers charm around, 

ores to groves, and hills to hills refound. 30 

ling beafts ftand fearlefs as he lings, 

Is attentive clofc their ufelefs wings. 

ns and (atyrs trip it o'er the. plain, 

k old Spen&r is revived again. 

1 once more the godlike man begun 35 

fmooth flowing from his tuneful tongue, 

they gaze, and (buck with wonder ky, 

afer's felf ne'er fung fo fweet a lay 1 

5 again Eliza glads the ifle, 

kind Mufes thus propitious fmile— 40 

:e ye thus ? Why all this wonder, fwains ?— 

e that fings, and Carolina, rejjgns,. 

rid, my Mufe ! whole aqkward verie bjttriy* 

it of (kill, nor fhew the poet's, praijfc s 

:n, and leave fome fkter bard; tp tell 4$ 

* in every ftraincan write* in eray teain «xceJL 
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To Mr. POP E. 

On the publifhing his Works. 

TT E comes, he comes ! bid every Bard prepare 
^- -* The fong of triumph, and attend his Car. 
Great Sheffield's Mufe the long proceffion heads, 
And throws a luftre o'er the pomp me leads, 
Firft gives the Palm fhe hYd him to obtain, 
Crowns his gay brow, and mews him how to reign. 
Thus young Alcides, by old Chiron taught, 
Was form'd for all the miracles he wrought : 
Thus Chiron did the youth he taught applaud, 
Pleas'd to behold the earned of a God. 

But hark, what (bouts* what gathering crouds rejoi 
Undain'd their praife by any venal voice, 
Such as th' Ambitious vainly think their due, 
When Proftitutes, or needy Flatterers fue. 
And fee the Chief! before him laurels bonre ; 
Trophies from undeferving temples torn ; 
Here Rage enchain'd reluctant raves, and there 
Pale Envy dumb, and (ick'ning with defpair, 
Prone to the earth (he bends her loathing eye, 
Weak to fupport the blaze of majefty. 

But what are they that tum the facred page ? 
Three lovely Virgins, and of equal age ; 
Intent they read, and all enamour' d feem, 
As he that met his likenefs in the dream : 
The Graces thefe 5 and fee how they contend, 
Who mod (hall praife, who bed (hall recommend. 
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The Chariot now the painful fteep afcends, 
The Paeans ceafe ; thy glorious labour ends. 
Here fix'd, the bright eternal Temple ftands, 
Its proipeft an unbounded view commands : 30 

Say, wondrous youth, what Column wilt thou chufc, 
What laurel'd Arch for thy triumphant Mufe ? 
Though each great Ancient court thee to his fhrine, 
Though every Laurel through the dome be thine, 
(From the proud Epic, down to thofe that (hade 3 5 
The gentler brow of the foft Lefbian maid) 
Go to the Good and Juft, an awful train. 
Thy foul's delight, and glory of the Fane : 
While through the earth thy dear remembrance flies, 
w Sweet to the world, and grateful to the fkies." 40 

SIMON HARCOURT. 

[The verfes to Mr. Pope, by the Duke of Bucking- 
ham, Dr. Parnell, Mr. Broome, Mr. Fenton, and 
Lord Lyttelton, are inferted among the Poems of their 
refpeftive Authors.] 
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— u Horace avec Boileav; 
" Vous y cherchiez le vrai, vous y goutiez le beftn'f 
" Quelques traits echappfs d'une utile morale, 
u Bans leurs piquans Merits brillent par intervale* 
" Mai* Pope approfondit ce q'ils out efflewr6 j 
•' D'un efprit plus hard), d'un pas plus allure? 
u II porta le flambeau dans TaMme de TEtre, 
*< Et rhomme avec lui feul apprit a fe connoitre. 
* &'art quelquefois frivole et quelquefois divin, 
" I/art des vers eft daaa Pope utile au GENRE 
4< HVMAlH." 

Voltaire, au ftoi de Pruflk 
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R E , F A C B. 

M inclined to think, that both the writers of 
Dks and the readers of them are generally not a 
mreaibnable in their expectations. The firft feera 
cy that the world muft approve of whatever they 
ce, and die latter to imagine that authors are obliged 
ale them at any rate. Methinks, as on the one 
no tingle man is born with a right of controling 
mions of all the reft ; fo on. the other, the world 
> title to demand, that the whole care and time of 
articular perfon fhouldbe facrificed to frsenter- 
»t. Therefore I cannot but believe that writers 
aders are under equal obligations, for as much 
or pleafure, as each affords the other. 
ry one acknowledges, it would be a wild notion 
e& perfection in any work of man : and yet one 
think the contrary was taken for granted, by the 
ent commonly pafied upon Poems. A Critic 
es he has done his part, if he proves a writer to 
liled in an expreflkm, or erred in any particular 
and can it then be wondered at, if the Poets, in 
1, feem refolved not to own themfelves in any 
For as long as one fide will make no allowances, 
ter will be brought to no acknowledgments *• 

lam 

. die former editions it was tiros—" For as long; 
ne fide defpifes a well-meant endeavour, the other 
not be fetUfcd with a moderate approbation."— 

But 
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I am afraid this extreme zeal on both fides is 
placed 5 Poetry and Criticifm being by no means 
univerfal concern of the world, but only the affaii 
idle men who write in their clofets, and of idle i 
who read there. 

Yet fure, upon the whole, a bad Author defer ves \ 
ter ufage than a bad Critic : for a Writer's endeavc 
for the moft part, is to pleafe his Readers, and he f 
merely through the misfortune of an ill judgment ; 
ruch a Critic's is to put them out of humour; a del 
he could never go upon without both that andar 
temper. 

I think a good deal may be faid to extenuate the fs 
of bad Poets. What we call a Genius, is hard to 
diftinguifhed by a man himfelf, from a ftrong incli: 
tion : and if his genius be ever fo great, he canno 
firft difcover it any other way, than by giving waj 
that prevalent propenfity which renders him the m 
liable to be miftaken. The only method he has, i$ 
make the experiment by writing, and appealing to 
judgment of others : now if he happens to write 
(which is certainly no fin in itfelf), he is immediat 
made an object of ridicule. I wifh we had the hur 
nity to reflect, that even the worft authors might, 
their endeavour to pleafe us, deferve fomething at < 
hands. We have no caufe to quarrel with them but 
their obftinacy in perfifting to write 5 and this too n 

iut the Author altered it, as thefe words were rathe 
confequence from the conclufion he would draw, than 1 
•ooDclulion itfelf, which he ha* noWinferted. 

adr 
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admit .of alleviating circumftances. Their particular 
friends may be either ignorant, or infincere ; and the 
reft of the world in general is too well-bred to (hock 
them with a truth, which generally their Bookfellers 
are the firft that inform them of. This happens not till 
they have fpent too much of their time, to apply to any 
profeffion which might better fit their talents ; and till 
fuch talents as they have are fo far difci edited as to be 
but of fmall fervice to them. For (what is the hardeft 
cafe imaginable) the reputation of a man generally de- 
pends upon the firft fteps he makes in the world j and 
people will eftablifh their opinion of us, from what we 
do at that feafon, when we have leaft judgment to direct 
us. 

On the other hand, a good Poet no fooner communi- 
cates his works with the fame defire of information, but 
it is imagined he is a vain young creature given up to 
the ambition of fame ; when perhaps the poor man is 
all the while trembling with the fear of being ridicu- 
lous. If he is made to hope he may pleafe the world, 
he falls under very unlucky circumftances : for, from 
the moment he prints, he muft expert to hear no more 
truth, than if he were a Prince, or a Beauty. If he has 
not very good fenfe (and indeed there are twenty men, 
of wit for one man of fenfe), his living thus in a ccurfe 
of flattery may put him in no fmall danger of becoming 
a Coxcomb : if he has, he will confequently have fo 
much diffidence as not to reap any great fatisfa&ion 
from his praife ; fince, if it be given to his face, it can 
fcarce be diftinguifhed from flattery, and if in his ab- 

B 3 feuce* 
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fence, it is hard to be certain of it. Were he fart t» 
be commended by the beft and moft knowing, he is as 
fure of being envied by the worft and moft ignorant, 
which are the majority ; for it is with a fine Genius, as 
with a fine fafhion, all thofe are difpleafed at it who are 
not able to follow it : and it is to be feared that efteem 
will feldom do any man fo much good, as ill-will does 
him harm. Then there is a third clafs of people who 
make the largeft part of mankind, thofe of ordinary or 
indifferent capacities ; and thefe (to a man) will hate, 
or fufpeft him : a hundred honeft Gentlemen will dread 
him as a Wit, and a hundred innocent women as a Sa- 
tirift. In a word, whatever be his fate in Poetry, . it is 
ten to one but he muft give up all the reasonable aims 
cf life for it. There are indeed fome advantages accru- 
ing from a Genius to Poetry, and they are all I can 
think of : the agreeable power of felf-amufement when 
a man is idle or alone ; the privilege of being admitted 
into the beft company ; and the freedom of faying as 
many carelefs things as other people, without being fo 
ieverely remarked upon. 

I believe, if any one, early in his life, mould con- 
template the dangerous fate of authors, he would fcarce 
be cf their number on any confideration. The life of 
a Wit is a warfare upon earth ; and the prefent fpirit of 
the learned world is fuch, that to attempt to ferve it (any 
way) one muft have the conftancy of a martyr, and a 
reiblution to fufFer for its, fake. I could wifh people 
would believe, what I am pretty certain they will not, 
that I have been much lefs concerned about Fame than 

I durft 



PREFACE. t 

I <kii* declare till this occafioo, wfce* jynffH*4» I 
mould find more credit than I could heretofore, face 
my writings hare had their fate already, *nd it *s too 
fate to. dusk of prepofleffing the reader m their, fayew. 
I would plead it as fome merit in me 9 that the world lias 
never bee* prepared for tbefe Trifles by Prefaces, biaiTed 
by recommendations, dazzled with the names of great 
Patrons, wheedled with fine reaibns and pretences, 
or troubled with excufes. I confefs it was want of 
coafideration diat made me an author ; I writ becaufe it 
anufed me 5 I corrected becaufe it was as plea&nt to 
me to correct as to write ; and I publifhed becaufe I was 
told I might pleafe fuch as it was a credit to pkafe. To 
what degree I have done this, I am really ignorant $ 
I had too much fondnefs for my productions to judge 
of them at firft, and too much judgment to be pleafed 
with them at laft. But I have reafon to think they 
can nave no reputation which will continue long, or 
which deserves to do fo : for they have always fallen 
fliort not only of what I read of others, but even of 
my own ideas of Poetry. 

If any one fhould imagine I am not in earneft, I de- 
fire him to reflect, that the Ancients (to fay the leaft of 
them) had as much genius as we : and that to take more 
pains, and employ more time, cannot fail to produce 
more complete pieces. They conftantly applied them- 
felves not only to that art, but to that (ingle branch of 
an art, to which their talent was moft powerfully 
bentj and it was the bufinefs of their lives to cor- 
rect and finifli their works for Pofterity. If we can 

B 4 pretend 



true, that, in every age, the higheft character for foife 
and learning has been obtained by thofe who hive 
been moll indebted to them. For, to fay truth, what- 
ever it very good fenfe, mult have been common 
fenfe in all timet ; and what we call Learning, is but 
the knowledge of the fenfe of our predeceffors. There- 
fore they who fay out thoughts are not our own, be- 
came they refemble the Ancients, may as well fty 
our faces are not our own, becauie they are like 
our Fathers : And indeed it U very unreafonable, that 
people thould expect us to be Scholars, and yet be 
angry to find us fo. 

I fairly confefs that I have ferved myfelf all I 
could by reading; that I made life of the judgment 
of authors dead and living ; that I omitted no means 
in my power to be informed of my errors, both by 
my friends and enemies : But the true reafon tliefr. 
pieces are not more conefl, is owing to the confi- 
deration, how lliort a time they and I have to live i 
One 
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One may be afliamed to confume half one's days in 
bringing fcnfe and rhyme together; and what Critic 
can be fo unreasonable, as not to leave a man time 
enough for any more ferious employment, or more 
agreeable amufement i 

The only plea I {hall ufe for the favour of the Pub- 
lic, is, that I have as great a refpeft for it, as moft au- 
thors have for themfelves j and that I have facrinced 
much of my own felf-love for its fake, in preventing 
not only many mean things from feeing the light, but 
many which I thought tolerable. I would not be like 
thofe Authors, who forgive themfelves fome particular 
lines for the fake of a whole Poem, and vice verfa a 
whole Poem for the fake of feme particular lines. I be- 
lieve, no one qualification is fo likely to make a good 
writer, as the power of rejecting his own thoughts ; and 
it muft be this (if any thing) that can give me a chance 
to be one. For what I have published, I can only hope- 
to be pardoned $ but for what I have burned, I deferve 
to be praifed. On this account the world is under fome 
Obligation to me, and owes me the juftice in return, to 
look upon no verfes as mine that are not inferted in this* 
collection. And perhaps nothing could make it worth 
my while to own what are really fo, but to avoid the 
imputation of fo many dull and immoral things, as 
partly by malice, and partly by ignorance, have been 
afcribed to me. I muft further acquit myfelf of the 
prefumption of having lent my name to recommend any 
Mifcellanies, or Works of other men 5 a thing I never 
thought becoming a perfon who has hardly credit 
enough to anfwer for his. own. 
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In this office of colkcling my pieces, I am altogether 
uncertain, whether to look upon myfelf as a man tnjikC* 
kig a monument, or burying the Acad. 

If Time (hall make k the former, may thefe Poems 
(as long as they laft) remain as a testimony mat their 
Author never marie his talents fubfervient to die mean 
and unworthy ends of Party or felf-interei: : the grati- 
fication of public prejudices or private paflions ; the flat* 
tery of the undeserving, or the infult of the unfortunate. 
If I have written well, let it be considered that it if 
what no man can do without good fenfe, a quality mat 
not only renders one capable of being a good writer, 
but a good man. And if I have made any acquisition 
in the opinion of any one under the notion of the for- 
mer, let it be continued to me under no other title than, 
mat of the latter. 

But if this publication be only a more folemn fune- 
ral of my remains, I deiire it may be known that I die 
in charity, and in my fenfes; without any murmurs 
againft the juftice of this age, or any mad appeals to 
posterity. I declare I (hall think the world in the right, 
and quietly Submit to every truth which Time (hall dis- 
cover to the prejudice of thefe writings 5 not fo much 
as wi filing fo irrational a thing, as that every body 
mould be deceived merely for my cfedit. However, I 
defire it maythen be confidered, That mere are very-few 
things in this collection which were not written under 
the age of five and twenty : fo that my youth may be made 
(as it never fails to be in Executions) a cafe of com- 
jjaflion. That I was never fo concerned about my 
works as to vindicate them in print, -\x\Vsnn£, \i airy 
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thing wa« good, 4t would defend itfetf, and what watt 
had could never be defended. That I ufed no arti- 
fice to raife or continue a reputation, -depreciated no 
dead author I was obliged to, bribed no -living one with 
unjuft praife,' infulted no adverfary with ill-language ; 
or when I could not attack a Rival's works, encouraged 
reports againft his Morals. To conclude, if this volume 
pcrifh, let it ferve as a warning to the Critics, not to 
take too much pains for the future to deftroy fuch 
things as will die of themfelves ; and a Memento 
mori to fome of my vain contemporaries the Poet6, to 
teach them that, when real merit is wanting, it avails 
nothing to have been encouraged by the great, com- 
mended by the eminent, and favoured by the Public Ml 
general. 

Nov. 10,1716. 

Variations in the Author's Man ufcript Preface. 

AFTER page 6. 1. 21. it followed thus : For my 
part, I confefs, had I feen things in this view, at 
firft, the Public had never been troubled either with my 
writings, or with this apology for them. I am fenfibls 
how difficult it is to fpeak of one's felf with decency i 
but when a man nruft fpeak of himfelf, .the beft way is 
to ipeak tinth of himfeif, or, he may depend upon it, 
others will do it for him. I'll therefore make this Pre- 
face a general confeflion of ajl my thoughts of ray .own 
Eoetry, refolving with the fame freedom to expofe my- 
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felf, as it is in the power of any other to expofe them. 
In the firft place, I thank Gcd and nature, that I was 
born with a love to poetry j for nothing more conduces 
to fill up all the intervals of our time, or, if rightly 
ufed, to make the whole courfe of life entertaining: 
" Cantantes licet ufque (minus via laedet)." It is a 
vaft happinefs to poffefs the pleafures of the head, the 
only pleafures in which a man is fufficient to himfelf, 
and the only part of him which, to his iatisfaction, he 
can employ all day long. The Mufes are " amicae om- 
nium horarum j" and, like our gay acquaintance, thebeft 
company in the world as long as one expects no real 
fervicc from them. I confefs there was a time when I 
was in love with myfelf, and my firft productions were 
the children of felf-love upon innocence. I had made 
an Epic Poem, and Panegyrics en all the Princes in 
Europe, and thought myfelf the greateft genius that 
ever was. I cannot but regret thofe delightful vifions of 
my childhood, which, like the fine colours we fee when 
our eyes are fhur, are vaniflied for ever. Many trials, 
and fad experience, have fo undeceived me by degrees, 
that I am utterly at a lofs at what rate to value myfelf. 
As for fame, I fliall be glad of any I can get, and not 
repine at any I mifs ; and as for vanity, I have enough 
to keep me from hanging myfelf, or even from wifhing 
thofe hanged who would take it awa£. It was this that 
made me write. The fenfe of my faults made me cor- 
rect ; befides that it was as pleafant to me to correct as 
to write. 

At 
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At p. 8. 1. 24. In the firft place, I own that I have 
ufed my beft endeavours to the finishing thefe pieces* 
That I made what advantage I could of the judgment 
of authors dead and living ; and that I omitted no 
means in my power to be informed of my errors by my 
friends and my enemies. And that I expect no favour 
on account of my youth, bufinefs, want of health, or 
any fuch idle excufes. But the true reafon they 
are not yet more correct is owing to the confideration 
how fhort a time they, and I, have to live. A man 
that can expect but fixty years, may be afhamed to em- 
ploy thirty in meafuring fyllables, and bringing fenfe 
and rhyme together. We fpend our youth in purfuit of 
riches or fame, in hopes to enjoy them when we are 
old j and when we are old, we find it too late to enjoy 
any thing. I therefore hope the Wits will pardon me, 
if I referve fome of my time to fave my foul 5 and that 
fome wife men will be of my opinion, even if I mould 
think a part of it better {pent in the enjoyments of life, 
than in plea£ng the. critics. 
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PASTORALS, 



WITH A 



DISCOURSE on PASTORAL: 



Written in the Year vnccir. 



* Km milii et Hgoi plaeeant in valEbtit anmet* 

* Fkuainaajnem, fyhrafipie, inglorxus P v 

▼r*c; 



THE Paftorals were written at the age of fixteen, and 
then patted through the hands of Mr. Walfh, Mr. 
Wycherley, G. Granville, afterwards Lord Lanf- 
down, Sir William Trumbal, Dr. Garth, Lord Hali- 
fax, Lord Somers, Mr. Mayn waring, and others. All 
thefe gave our Author the greateft encouragement, and 
particularly Mr. Walfh, whom Mr. Dryden, in his 
fofticript to Virgil, calls the beft Critic-of his age. 
* c The Author (fays he) feems to have a particular 
" genius for this kind of Poetry, and a judgment that 
" much exceeds his years. He has taken very freely 
c< from the Ancients. But what he has mixed of his 
*' own with theirs is no way inferior to what he has 
" taken from them. It is not flattery at all to fay, that 
" Virgil had written nothing fo good at his Age. His 
' * c Preface is very judicious and learned." "Letter to 
Mr. Wycherley, Apr. 1705. The Lord Lanfdown 
about the fame time, mentioning the youth of our 
Poet, fays (in a printed Letter of the Character of Mr. 
Wycherley), " that if he goes on as he has begun in 
€€ nis Paftoral way, as Virgil firft tried his ftrength, we 
€€ may hope to fee Englifh Poetry vie with the Ro- 
• c man," &c. Notwithftanding the early time of their 
production, the Author efteemed thefe as the moft cor- 
rect in the verfification, and mufical in the numbers, 
of all his works. The reafon for his labouring them 
into fomuch foftnefe, was, doubtlefs, that this fort of 

. poetry derives almoft its whole beauty from a natural 
eafe of thought and fmoothnefs of verfe 5 whereas that 
of moft other kinds confifts in the ftrength and fullnefs 
of both. In a letter of his to Mr. Walfh about this 
time, we find an enumeration of feveral niceties in 
Verfification, which perhaps have never been ftric"tly 
obferved in any Englifh poem, except in thefe Pai- 
torals. They were not printed till 1709. 



DISCOURSE 

O N 

PASTORAL POETRY*. 

rH E R E are not, I believe, a greater miipber 
of any fort of verfes than of thofe which are 
illed Paftorals 5 nor a fmaller, than of thofe which are 
•uly fo. It therefore feems neceflary to give fome ao 
rant of this kind of Poem, and it is my defign to com- 
rize in this fhort paper the fubftance of thofe numerous 
iffertations the Critics have made on the fubjecl:, without 
mitring any of their rules in my own favour. You will 
lb find fome points reconciled, about which they feem 
> differ, and a few remarks, which, I think, haveefcap- 
1 their obfervation. 

The original of Poetry is afcribed to that Age which 
icceeded the creation of the world : and as the keeping 
f flocks feems to have been the firft employment of 
lankind, the moft ancient fort of Poetry was pro- 
ibly Paftoral f. It is natural to imagine, that the 
ifure of thofe ancient ihepherds admitting and invit- 
tg fome diverfion, none was fo proper to that folitary 

* Written at fixteen years of age. 
f Fontenelle's Difc. on Paftorals. 

Vol. U C vq^. 
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and fedentary lift as tinging ; and that in their fongs 
tbey took occaiion to celebrate their own felicity. From 
hence a Poem was invented, and afterwards improved 
to a perfect image of that happy time ; which, by giv- 
ing us an efteem for the virtues of a former age, might 
recommend them to theprefent. And fince the life of 
fhepherds was attended with more tranquillity thin 
any other rural employment, the Poets cboie to in- 
troduce their Perlbns, from whom it received the name 
of PaOoral. 

A Paftoral ii an imitation of the action of a (hep- 
herd, or one confidertd under that character. The, 
form of this imitation i> dramatic, or narrative, or 
mixed of both • ; the fable fimple, the manners not 
too polite nor too ruitic ; the thoughts are plain, yet 
admit a little quickncls and pafliori, but that fhort 
and flowing : the exprelCon humble, yet as pure as the 
language will afford; neat, but not florid j eafy, and 
yet lively. In fhort, the fable, manners, thoughts, and 
expreflions, are full of the greateft simplicity in nature. - 

The complete character of this Poem couiifts in 
fimplicity j-, brevity, and delicacy ; the two firft of which 
render an Eclogue natural, and the laft delightful. 

If we would copy Nature, it may be uieful to take this 
idea along with us, that Paftoral is an image of what they 
call the Golden Age. So that we are not to defcribe oor 
(bepherds as Ibepherds at this day really are, but as they 

• HeinGus in Theocr. 

t Rapin, de Cam. Part. p. i. 
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may be conceived then to have been j when the beft of 
men followed the employment. To carry this refem- 
blance yet further, it would not be amifs to give thefe 
ihepherds fomc fkill in aftronomy, as far as it may be ufe- 
ftil to that fort of life. And an air of piety to the Gods 
fhould mine through the Poem, which fo vifibly appears 
in all the works of antiquity : and it ought to preferve 
fome relifh of the old way of writing ; the connection 
mould be loofe, the narrations and defcriptions fhort *, 
and the periods concife. Yet it is not fufficient, that the 
ientences only be brief; the whole Eclogue (hould be fo 
too. For we cannot fuppofe Poetry in thofe days to have* 
been the bufinefs of men, but their recreation at vacant 
hours. 

But with refpeft to the prefent age, nothing more con- 
duces to make thefe compofures natural, than when fome 
Knowledge in rural affairs is difcovered'f . This may be 
made to appear rather done by chance than on defign, and 
ibmetimes is beft (hewn by inference ; left by too much 
fhidy to feem natural, we deftroy that eafy fimplicity 
from whence arifes the delight. For what is inviting in 
this fort of poetry proceeds not fo much from the Idea of 
that bufinefs, as the tranquillity of a country life. 

We muft therefore ufe fome illufion to render a Paf- 
toral delightful ; and this confifts in expofing the beft fide 
only of a (hepherd's life, and in concealing its miferies J. 

* Rapin, Reflex, fur T Art Poet. d'Arift. p. a. Reflex, 
xxvii. 
f Pref. to Virg. Paft. in Dryd. Virg. 
J Fontenelle's Difc. of Paftcrals. 

C z *&«* 
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Nor is it enough tQ introduce fhepherds difcourfing toge- 
ther in a natural way ; but a regard muft be had to the 
fubject ; that it contain fome particular beauty in itfeif, 
and that it be different in eveiy Eclogue. Befides, in 
each of them a defigned fcene or profpeel: is to be pre- 
fented to our view, which fliould likewife have its va- 
riety*. This variety is obtained in a great degree by 
frequent comparifons, drawn from the moft agreeable 
objects of the country ; by interrogations to things in- 
animate ; by beautiful digreffions, but thofe fliort ; fome- 
times by infilling a little on circumftances 5 and, laftly, 
by elegant turns on the words, which render the numbers 
extremely fweet and pleafmg. As for the numbers them- 
selves, though they are properly of the heroic meafure, 
they mould be the fmootheft, the moft eafy and flowing 
imaginable. 

It is by rules like thefe that we ought to judge of Paf- 
toral. And fince the inftruclions given for any art are 
to be delivered as that ait is in perfe&ion, they muft of 
neceflity be derived from thofe in whom it is acknow- 
ledged fo to be. It is therefore from the practice of 
Theocritus and Virgil (ihe only undifputed authors 
of Paftoral) that the Critics have drawn the forego- 
ing notions concerning it. 

Theocritus excells all others in nature and fimpli- 
city. The fubje&s of his Idyllia are purely paftoral j 
but he is not fo exa6t in his perfons, having introduced 
reapers f and fifhermen as well as fhepherds. He is apt 

* See the forementioned Preface. 

/ &cFi2TAi, Idyl. x. and aaieu, Idyl. xxj. 

to 
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to be too long in his defcriptions, of which that of the 
Cup in the firft Paftoral is a remarkable inftance. In 
the manners he feems a little defective, for his fwains 
are fometimes abufive and immodeft, and perhaps too 
much inclining to rufticity 5 for inftance, in his fourth 
and fifth Idyllia. But it is enough that all others learned 
their excellence from him, and that his Dialect alone has 
a fecret charm in it, which no other could ever attain. 

Virgil, who copies Theocritus, refines upon his ori- 
ginal : and in all points, where judgment is principally 
concerned, he is much fuperior to his matter. Though 
fome of his fubje&s are not paftoral in themfelves, but 
only feem to be fuch ; they have a wonderful variety in 
them, which the Greek was a ftranger to *. He exceeds 
him in regularity and brevity, and falls fhort of him in 
nothing but fimplicity and propriety of ftyle ; the firft of 
which perhaps was the fault of his age, and the laft of 
his language. 

Among the moderns, their fuccefs has been greateft 
who have moft endeavoured to make thefe ancients their 
pattern. The moft confiderable Genius appears in the 
fiunous Taflb, and our Spenfer. Taflb in his Aminta 
has as far excelled all the Paftoral writers, as in 
his Gierufalemme he has outdone the Epic poets of his 
country. But as his piece feems to have been the origi- 
nal, of a new fort of poem, the Paftoral Comedy, in 
Italy, it cannot fo well be confidered as a copy of the 

* Rapin, Refl. on Arift. part ii. Refl. xxvii. Pref. 

to the Eel. in Dryden's Virg. 

C 3 wha&t&v 
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ancients. Spenfer's Calendar, in Mr. Dryden's opi- 
nion, is the moft complete work of this kind which any 
nation has produced ever fince the time of Virgil *.. Not 
but that he may be thought imperfect in fome few points. 
His Eclogues are fomewhat too long, if we compare 
them with the ancients. He is fometiraes too allegori- 
cal, and treats of matters of religion in a paftoral ftyle, 
as the Mantuan had done before him. He has employ* 
ed the Lyric meaiure, which is contrary to the practice 
of the old Poets. His ftanza is not ftill the fame, nor 
always well chofen. This laft may be the reafon his ex- 
preflion is fometimes not concife enough : for the Te- 
traftic has obliged him to extend his fenfe to the length 
of four lines, which would have been more clofely con- 
fined in the Couplet. 

In the manners, thoughts, and chara&ers, he comes 
near to Theocritus himfelf ; though, notwithstanding 
all the care he has taken, he is certainly inferior in his 
Dialect : For the Doric had its beauty and propriety in 
the time of Theocritus ; it was ufed in part of Greece, 
and frequent in the mouths of many of the greateft per* 
fons : whereas the old Englifh and country phrafes of 
Spenfer were either entirely obfolete, or fpoken only by 
people of the loweft condition. As there is a difference 
betwixt fimplicity and rufticity, fo the expreifton of 
fimple thoughts mould be plain, but not clowniih. The 
addition he has made of a Calendar to his Eclogues, is 
veiy beautiful 5 fince by this, befides the general moral of 

* Dedication to Virg. Eel. 

innocence 
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innocence and fimplicity, which is common to other au- 
thors of Paftoral, he has one peculiar to himfclf ; ho 
compares human Life to the feveral Seafons, and at once 
expofes to his readers a view of the great and little 
worlds, in their various changes and afpetts. Yet the 
fcrupulous divifion of his Paftoral s into Months, hat 
obliged him either to repeat the fame defcription, in other 
words, for three months together ; or, when it was ex- 
haufted before, entirely to omit it : whence it comes to 
pafs that fome of his Eclogues (as the fixth, eighth, and 
tenth, for example) have nothing but their Titles to 
diftinguifti them. The reafon is evident, becaufe the 
year has not that variety in it to fumifli every month 
with a particular defcription, as it may every feafon. 

Of the following Eclogues I mail only fay, that 
thefe four comprehend all the fubjects which the Cri- 
tics upon Theocritus and Virgil will allow to be fit for 
paftoral : That they have as much variety of defcription, 
in refpecl of the feveral feafons, as Spenfer's : That, 
in order to add to this variety, the feveral times of the 
day are obferved, the rural employments in each feafon 
or time of day, and the rural fcenes or places proper to 
fuch employments j not without fome regard to the 
feveral ages of man, and the different paflions proper to 
each age. 

But after all, if they have any merit, it is to be 
attributed to fome good old Authors, whofe works as 
I had leifure to ftudy, fo, I hope, I have not wanted 
care to imitate* • 

C+ SPTUNQ. 
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RING. 

THE 

FIRST PASTORAL, 

O R, 

DAMON, 

TO SIR WILLIAM TRUMHAL. 

PIR S T in thefe fields I try the fyivan (train*, 
■■ N«r blufti to fport on Windfor's b&ifsful plains : 
tor Thames, flow gently from thy facred (pring, 
Vhile on thy tanks Sicilian Mufes fing; 
/et vernal airs through trembling ofiers play, 5 

Ind Albion's cliffs refound the rural lay. 

You that, too wife for pride, too good for power, 
<njoy the glory to be great no more, 
ind, carrying with you all the world can boaft, 
7o all the world illuftrioufly are loft ! It 

) let my Mufe her (lender reed infpire, 
Till in your native (hades you tune the lyre : 
o when the Nightingale to reft removes, 
lie Thrufh may chant to the for&ken groves r 
lut charm'd to filence, liftens while (he fings, 35 

Ind all th' aerial audience clap their wings. 

Soon as the (locks (hook off the nightly dews, 
Two Swains, whw Love kept wakeful, and the Mufe, 

Pour'* 
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Pour'd o'er the whitening vale their fleecy care, 
Frefh as the morn, and as the feafon fair : 20 

The dawn now blufhing on the mountain's fide, 
Thus Daphnis fpoke, and Strephon thus reply 'd. 

D aphni s- 
Hear how the birds, on every bloomy fpray, 
With joyous mufic wake the dawning day ! 
Why Jit we mute, when early linnets fing, 15 

When warbling Philomel falutes the fpring ? 
Why fit we fad, when Phofphor mines fo clear, 
And lavifli Nature paints the purple year ? 

STREPHON. 

Sing then, and Damon (hall attend the ftrain, 
While yon* flow oxen turn the furrow'd plain. 30 

Here the bright crocus and blue violet glow $ 
JHere weftera winds on breathing ro&s blow. 
I'll flake yon" lamb, that near the fountain plays, 
And from the brink his dancing made furveys. 

DAFHNI6. 

And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, 35 

And fwelling clufters bend the curling vines : 
Four figures rifing from the work appear, 
The various feafone of the rolling year $ 
And what is that, which binds the radiant iky, 
Where twelve fair figns in beauteous order lie ? 40 



DA- 



VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 34. The firft reading was, 
And his own image from the bank furveys. 

Ver. 36. And clufters lurk beneath the curling vine*, 
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D AM ON. 

n fing by turns, by turns the Mutes fing, 
awthorns bloflbm, now the dailies (pring, 
saves the trees, and flowers adorn the ground | 
, the vales (hall eveiy note rebound. 

st'rephon. 
>ire me, Phoebus, in my Delia's praife, 45 

Waller's ftrains, or Granville's moving lays ! 
k-white bull (hall at your altars ftand, 
threats a fight, and ipurns the ruing fand. 

DAPHNIS. 

*ove J for Sylvia let me gain the prize, 

nake my tongue victorious as her eyes ; 50 

nbs or fheep for victims I'll impart, 

i&im, Love, mail be the fhepherds heart. 

3TREPHOK. 

gentle Delia beckons from the plain, 
hid in (hades,' eludes her eager Twain ; 
igns a laugh, to fee me fearch around, 55 

>y that laugh the willing fair is found. 

DAPHNIS. 

; fprightly Sylvia trips along the green , 
ns, but hopes me does not run unfeen $ 
a kind glance at her purfuer flies, 
nuch at variance are her feet and eyes I 60 

STfcE- 
VARIATZONS. 

9. Originally thus in the MS. 
, let my numbers equal Strephon's lays, 
Parian ftone thy ftatue will X raife 5 
if I conquer and augment my fold, 
r Parian ftatue ihall be chang'd to gold. 
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ST REP HON. 

O'er golden fands let rich Paftolus flow, 

And trees weep amber on the banks of Po ; 

Bleft Thames's mores the brighteft beauties yield, 

Feed here my lambs, I'll feek no diftant field. 

i 

D APH NI S. 

Celeftial Venus haunts Idalia's groves ; 65 

Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves : 
If Windfor (hades delight the matchlefs maid, 
Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windfor-fhade. 

STREPHON. 

, All nature mourns, the fkies relent in mowers^ 

HufiVd are the birds, and clos'd the drooping flowers ; 

If Delia fmile, the flowers begin to fpring, 71 

The ikies to brighten, and the birds to fing. 

DAPH- 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 61. It ftood thus at firft : 

Let rich Iberia golden fleeces boaft. 

Her purple wool the proud Affyrian coaft, 

Bleft Thames's fhores, &c. 

Ver. 61. Originally thus in the MS. 

Go, nWery wreath, and let my Sylvia know, 
Compar'd to thine how bright her beauties mow: 
Then die; and dying, teach the lovely maid 
How foon the brighteft beauties are decayed. 

D APHNIS. 

Go, tuneful bird, that pleas 'd the woods Co long, 
Of Amaryllis learn a fweeter fong : 
To Heav'n arifing then her notes convey, 
For Heav'n alone is worthy fuch a lay. 
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D APHNIS. 

All nature laughs, the groves are frefh and fair, 
The fun's mild luftre warms the vital air j 
If Sylvia fmiles, new glories gild the more, 75 

And vanquiih'd nature feems to charm no more* 

STREPHON. 

In rpring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 
At morn the plains, at noon the fhady grove, 
But Delia always ; abfent from her fight, 
Nor*plains at mom, nor groves at noon delight. So 

D APH n is. 
Sylvia's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet frefh as early day $ 
E'en fpring difpleafes, when flic (nines not here ; 
But, blefs'd with her, 'tis fpring throughout the year. 

STREPHON. 

Say, Daphnis, fay, in what glad foil appears, S5 
A wondrous Tree that facred Monarchs bears : 
Tell me but this, and I'll difclaim the prize, 
And give the conqueft to thy Sylvia's eyes. 

D AP H Ni s. 
Nay, tell me firft, in what more happy fields 
The Thiftle fprings, to which the Lily yields : 90 

And 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 69. &c. Thefe verfes were thus at firft : 
All nature mourns, the birds their fongs deny, 
Nor wafted brooks the thirfty flowers mpply j 
If Delia fmile, the flowers begin to fpring, 
The brooks to murmur, and the birds to fing. 
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And then a nobler prize I will refign ; 

For Sylvia, charming Sylvia, ffaall be thine* 

DAMON. 

Ceafe to contend ; for, Daphnis, I decree, 
The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee. 
Bleft Swains, whole Nymphs in every grace excell ; 95 
Bleft Nymphs, whofe Swains theft graces fing fo well I 
Now rife, and hafte to yonder woodbine bowers, 
A fbft retreat from fudden vernal mowers j 
TJie turf with rural dainties ihall be crcwn'd, 
While opening blooms diffufe their fweets around. 100 
For fee ! the gathering flocks to fhelter tend, 
And from the Pleiads fruitful mowers defcend. 

VARIAflONS. 

Ver; 99 . was originally, 

The turf with country dainties mall be fpread, 
: ,And trees with twining branches fhade your head. 
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THE 

SECOND PASTORAL, 

O R 

A L E X IS. 

TO DR, GARTH. 

A Shepherd's Boy (he feeks no better name) 
Led forth his flocks along the filver Thame, 
Where dancing fun-beams on the waters play'd, 
And verdant alders form' d a quivering (hade. 
Soft as he mourn'd, the ftreams forgot to flow, 5. 

The flocks around a dumb companion fhow, 
The Naiads wept in every watery bower, 
And Jove consented in a filent fhower. 
Accept, O Garth, the Mule's early lays, 
That adds this wreath of ivy to thy bays $ 10 

Hear 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 1, 2, 3, 4. were thus printed in the fir ft edition : 

A faithful fwain, whom Love had taught to fing, 
Bewaird his fate befide a filver fpring 5 
Where gentle Thames his winding waters leads 
Thro* verdant forefts, and thro' flowery meads. 

Ver. 3. Originally thus in the MS. 

There to the winds he plain'd his hapleft love, 
And Amaryllis fill'd tne vocal grove. 
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Hear what from Love unpra&is'd hearts endure) 
From Love, the fole difeafe thou canft not cure. 

Ye ihady beeches, and ye cooling ftreams, 
Defence from Phoebus', not from Cupid's beams, 
To you I mourn, nor to the deaf I ling, 15 

The woods (hall anfwer, and their echo ring. 
The hills and rocks attend my doleful lay, 
Why art thou prouder and more hard than they ? 
The bleating fheep with my complaints agree, 
They parch' d with heat, and I inflam'd by thee. 20 
The fultry Sirius burns the thirfty plains, 
While in thy "heart eternal winter reigns. 

Where ftray ye, Mufes, in what lawn or grove, 
While your Alexis pines in hopelefs love ? 
In thofe fair fields where facred Ids glides, t$ 

Or elfe. where Cam his winding vales divides ? 
As in the cryftal fpring I view my face, 
Frefh rifing blufhes paint the watery glafs 5 
But fmce thofe graces pleafe thy eyes no more, 
I fhun the fountains which I fought before. 30 

Once I was fkitl'd in every herb that grew, 
And every plant that drinks the morning dew j 
Ah, wretched fhepherd, what avails thy art, 
To cure thy lambs, but not to -heal thy heart ! 



Let 



VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 27. 

Oft in the cryftal fpring I call a view, 
And equal'd Hylas, ifthe glafs be true ; 
But fmce thofe grace* meet my eyes no more, 
I fliun, &c. 
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Let other fwains attend the rural care, 35 

Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces' flieer t 
But nigh yon* mountain let me tune my lays, 
Embrace my Love, and bind my brows with bays. 
That flute is mine which Colin's tuneful breath 
Infpir'd when living, and bequeathed in death : 4.0 

Hefaid; Alexis, take this pipe, the fame 
That taught the groves my Rofalinda's name : 
But now the reeds (hall hang on yonder tree, 
For ever filent, fince defpis'd by thee. 
O !. were I made by fome transforming power 45 

The captive bird that fings within thy bower ! 
Then might my voice thy liftening ears employ, 
And I thofe kifles he receives enjoy. 

And yet my numbers pleafe the rural throng, 
Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the fong : 50 
The Nymphs, forfaking every cave and fpring, 
Their early fruit and milk-white turtles bring! 
Each amorous nymph prefers her gifts in vain, 
On you their gifts are all beftow'd again, 
For you the fwains the faireft flowers defign, 55 

And in one garland all their beauties join ; 
Accept the wreath which you deferve alone, 
In whom all beauties are compriz'd in one. 

See what delights in fylvan fcenes. appear 1 
Defcending Gods have found Elyfium here. 6q 

In woods bright Venus with Axioms ftray'd, 
And chafte Diana haunts the foreft fhade. 
Come, lovely nymph, and blefs the filent hours, 
When- fwains from fheerjng feek their nightly bowers ; 

Vol. I. D VJtaa 
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When weary reapers quit the fultry field* 6$ 

And crown 'd with corn their thanks to Geres yield* 

This harmless grove no lurking viper hides, 

But in my bieaft the farpent Love abides* 

Here bees from blouoms flp the rofy dew > 

But your Alexis knows no fweets but you. 70 

Oh deign to vifit our fbrfaken feats, 

The mofly fountains, and. the green retreats ! 

Where'er you walk* cool, gales (hall fan the glade, 

Trees, where you fit, fhall croud into a (hade : 

Where'er you tread,, the bluihing flowers fhall rife, 75 

And all things flouriih where you turn ypur eyes. 

Oh ! how I long with you^to pais my days. 

Invoke the Mufes, and refound your praife \ 

Your praife the birds- fhall chant in every grove, 

And wixyfr-JhaM waft it to the powers above. to 

But would you fing, ana*. rival Orpheus' ftrain, 

The wondering forefts foon fhould dance again, 

The moving^raountains hear the powerful call, 

And headlong ftreams hang liftening in their fall t 

I}ut fee, the, (bepbertU finm thc*ioen T day heat* 85 
The lowing herds. to munnuring^brooks retreat. 
To clofer (hades the panting, ftotcto removes 
Ye gods ! and is thoce no relief .foe Louth 

But 

VARIATION. 

Yw% 79, 80. 

Your praife. the turieftd4>ird$ to heaven fhall bear^ 

And hftening , wolves grow, milder as they hear. 

^9 the veries were on oinaljy; written : But the author, 

young as be, was, foon found the abfurdity, which Spen~ 

ifr hhnftlfoverlooked, of introducing wolves into Ehg,- 



)n the fun with milder rays defcends 
cool ocean, where his joiirney ends : 90 

Love's fiercer flames for ever prey, 
ht he fcorches, as he burns by day. 

VARIATION. 

:• Me love inflames^ nor will his fires allay* 
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a* fOPE'S POEMS, 

m 

A U T U M N. 

THE 

THIRD PASTORAL, 

O R 

• HYLAS and £GON. 

TO MR. WYCHERLEY. 

BE N I at H the made a fprcading beech difplays, . 
Hylas and JEgon fung their rural lays : 
'This mourn'd a faithlefs, that an abfent love : 
And Delia's name and Doris* fill'd the grove. 
Ye Mantuan nymphs, your facred fuccour bring 5 5 
Hylas and Agon's rural lays I ling. 

Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus' wit infpire, 
The art of Terence and Menander's fire > 
Whofe fcnfe inftru&s us, and whofe humour charms, 
Whofe judgment (ways us, and whofe fpirit warms! 10 
Oh, fkiird in Nature ! fee the hearts of Swains, ' 

Their aitlefs paffions, and their tender pains. 
Now fetting Phoebus ihone (erenely bright, 
And fleecy clouds were ftreak'd with purple light 5 
When tuneful Hylas, with melodious moan, 15 

Taught rocks to weep, and made the mountains groan. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs away ! 
To Delia's ear the tender notes convey. 

As 
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i fad Turtle his loft love deplores, 

th deep murmurs fills the founding mores ; 20 

far from Delia, to the winds I mourn, 

nheard, unpity'd, and forlorn. , 

jentle gales, and bear my fighs along ! 
the feather'd quires negleft their fimg : 
the limes their pleafing (hades deny $ 25 

the lilies hang their heads, and die. 

»rs that droop, forfaken by the fpring, 
that, left by fummer, ceafe to fing, 
that fade when autumn heats remove, 

lot abfence death to thofe who love j 3$ 

;entle gales, and bear my fighs away J 

»e the fields that caufe my Delia's ftay j 

ry bloffom, wither every tree, 

f flower, and perifh all, but fhe,. 

ve I faid? where'er my Delia flies, 35 

g attend, and fudden flowers arife 1 

ing rofes knotted oaks adorn., 

lid amber drop from every thorn. 

entle gales, and bear my fighs along ! - 

!s mall ceafe to tune their evening frag, 40 

ds to breathe, the waving woods to move, 

ams to murmur, ere I ceafe to love. 

>ling fountains to the thirfty fwain, 

ly fleep to labourers faint with pain, 

-ers to larks, or fun -mine to the bee, 45 

fo charming as thy fight to me. 

D 3 Go, 
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Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs away ! 
Come,. Delia, come j ah, why this long delay ? 
Through rocks and caves the name of Delia founds J 
Delia, eacn cave and echoing rock rebounds. 50 ■• 

,Ye powers, what pleafmg frenzy fooths my min^ ! 
Do lovers dream, or is my Delia kind ? 
She comes, my Delia comes !— Now ceafe my lay. 
And ceafe, ye gales, to bear my fighs away I 

Next iEgon fung, while Winctfbr groves admir'd ; 55 
Hehearfe, ye Mufe's, what yourfelves infpir'd. 

Refound, ye hills, refound my mournful ftrain ! 
Of perjur'd Doris, dying I complain x 
Here where the mountains, leflening as they rife, 
Lofe the low vales, and fteal into the fides \ 60 

While. labouring oxen, Q>ent with toil and heat, 
In their loofe traces from the field retreat : 
While curling fmoaks from village-tops are feen, 
And the fleet (hades glide o s er the djufky green. 

Refound, ye hills, refound my mournful lay [ 6$ 

Beneath yon* poplar oft we paft the day : 

Oft* on the rind I carvM her amorous vow's, 

While (he with garlands hung the bending bough* « 

The garlands fade, the vows are worn away 5 

So dies her love, and fo my hopes decay. 70 

* £e- 

Variation* 

Ver. 4.8. Originally thus in the MS. 

With him through Libya's burning plains I'll go, 
On Alpine mountains, tread th* eternal fnow ; 
Yet feel no he.^t but what our loves impart, 
And dread no coldnefs but in Thyrfis' heart. 
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Refound, ye hills, refound my mournful (train ! 
Now bright Ar&urus glads the teeming grain, 
Now golden fruits on loaded branches (hint, 
And grateful clufters fwell with floods of wine^ 
Now blufliing berries paint the yellow grove 5 75 

Juft gods ! (hall all things yield returns but love ( 

Refound, ye hills, refound my mournful lay 1 
The (hepherds cry, " Thy flocks are left a prey.** 
Ah ! what avails it me, the flocks to keep, 
Who loft my heart while I pre(erv*d my raeep. to 

Pan came, and aflc'd, what magic caus'd my (mart, 
Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart ? 
What eyes but hers, alas, have power to move ? 
And is there magic but what dwells in love 1 

Refound* ye hills, refound my mournful drain* ! 85 
Til fly from (hepherds, flocks, and flowery plains* 
From (hepherds, flocks, and plains, I may remove, 
forfake mankind, and all the world-~but lovel 
I know thee, Lofe t on foreign ffioumtains bred, 
Wolves gave t&ee feck, and favage tigers fed. 90 

Thou wert from -£Etna> burning entrails torn, 
Got by fierce whir)win4s f and in thunder born I 

Jlefound, ye \ktijbb refound my mouifeful (ay I 
Farewell, ye woods, adieu die light of day \ 
One leap from yonder cliff Audi end my paint, 9$ 

No more, ye hills, no more refound my drains ! 

Thus fung the (henherds till th* approach of night, 
The (kies yet blufhing with departing light, 
When falling dews- with fpangtes decked the glade, 
And the low fun had lengthened every (hade. 100 

D 4 NtfY&T^Svx 
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W IN T E R. 

THB 

FOURTH PASTORAL, 

OR 

DA P H N E. 

To the Memory of mrs. tempest, 

LYCIDAS. 

THyrsis, the mufic of that murmuring fpriqg 
Is not fo mournful as the ftrainsyou fing. 
Nor rivers winding through the vales below, 
So fweetly warble, or fo fmoothly flow. 
Now deeping flocks on their foft fleeces lie, 5 

The moon, ferene in glory, mounts the iky, 
While filent birds forget their tuneful lays, 
O fing of Daphne's fate, and Daphne's praile ! 

THYRSIS. 

Behold the groves that fhine with filver froft, 
Their beauty withered, and their verdure loft. ' 10 

Here (hall I try the fweet Alexis* ftrain, 
That call'd the liftening Dryads to the plain f 
Thames heard the numbers, as he flowM along, 
And bade his willows learn the moving fong. 

LYCIDAS. 

So may kind rains their vital moifture yield, 15 

And fwell the future harveft of the field. 

Begin; 



* 
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lis charge the dying Daphne gave, 
" Ye fhepherds, ling around my gravel** 

le befide the (haded tomb I mourn, 
frem bays her rural ftirine adorn. 10 

THYRSIS. 

tie Mufes, leave your cryftal (pring, 
>h$ and Sylvans- cyprefs garlands bring 5 
ig Loves, the ftrtam with myrtles hide, 
It your bows as when Adonis dy'd ; 

your golden darts, now ufelefs grown, 15 

verfe on this relenting ftone c 

ure change, let heaven and earth deplore, 

iphne.'s dead, and Love is now no more !'* 

ne, and nature's various charms decay : 

iy clouds obfcure the chearful day ! 30 

r with pearls the dropping tree* appear, 

ed honours fcatter'd on her bier* : 

, on earth, the flowery glories lie, 

they flouriuYd, and with her they die* 

avail the beauties nature wore ? 35 

lie's dead, and Beauty is no more ! 

the flocks refuie their verdant food, , 
y heifers fhun the gliding flood, 

fwans her haplefs fate bemoan, 
lore fad than when they fing their own $ 40 

caves fweet Echo filent lies, 

only to her name replies : 

Her 

VARIATION. 

Driginally thus in the MS. 

ne, and nature *s changed fince you art gone | 

the clouds have «« put their iao\xs*Yft^ cr&r 
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Her name vvrt^ jpleafiire once fhe taught the fliojt, 
Now Daphne ? s dead, and Plcafufc is no more! 

No grateful dews defcend from evening flues, 45 
Jior morning odours front the flowers arife; 
No rich perfumes refreffr the fruitful field, 
Nor fragrant herbs their native inceiUe yield. 
The balmy Zephyrs, filent fince her death, 
Lament the ceafing of a Tweeter breath j 50 

Th' induftriou,* bees negfoft their golden ftore I 
fair Daphne's dead* and Sweetncfa is no more 1 

No more the mounting larks, while Daphne fingt» 
Shall, liftening in mid air, fufpend their wings $ 
No more the birds fhall imitate her lays, 55 

Or, hufh'cl with wonder, hearken from the fprays : 
No more the ftreams their murmurs fhall forbear, 
A fweeter mufic than their own to hear j 
But tell the reeds, . and tell the rocal more, 
Fair Daphne's dead, and Muiic is no more! 6c 

Her fete is whifper'd by the gentle breeze, 
And told in iighs to all the trembling trees ; 
The trembling trees, in ever y plain and wadd, 
Her fate lemurmur to the fclver flood : 
The filver flood, fo lately calm, appears 6, 

Sweird with new paffion, and o'erflows with tears ; 
The winds and trees and floods* her death deplore, 
Daphne, our grief ! our glory now no more ! 

But fee ! where Daphne wondering mounts on high 
Above the clouds, above the ftarry flcy ! 7 

Eternal beauties grace the (hining fcene, 
Fields ever fre/li>. and groves fox ever green I 

Thei 
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There while you reft in Amaranthine bowers, 
Or from thofe meads feleft unfading* flowers* 
$ehold us kindly, who your name implore, 75 

Daphne, our Goddefs> and our grief no more ! 

L YCID AS. 

How all things liften, while thy Mufe complains ! 
Such (Hence waits on Philomela's (trains* 
In forae (till evening, when the whifpering breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees. 80 

To thee, bright goddefs, oft a lamb (hall bleed. 
If teeming ewes increafe ttiy fleecy breed. % 
While plants their (hade, or flowers their odours give, 
Thy name, thy honour, and thy praife, (hall live I 

TH YRSIS. 

But fee, Orion (heds unwholefonae dews $ S| 

Arife, the pines a noxious (hade diflufe ; 
Sharp Boreas blows, and Nature feels decay, 
Time conquers all, and we muft Time obey. 
Adieu, ye vales, ye mountains, (beams, and groves, 
Adieu, ye fhepherds' rural lays and loves j 99 

Adieu, my flocks; farewell, ye fylvan crew $ 
Daphne, farewell; and all the world adieu J 

MES- 

YARIATIOK. 

Ver. 83. Originally thus in the MS. 

While vapours rife, and driving fnows defcend, 
Thy hondur, name, and praife, (hail never end. 

NOTE* 

Ver. $9, &c] Thefe four laft lines allude to the 
feveral fubje&s of the four Paftorals, and to the ft vend 
fcenes of them particularized before in each. 
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CRED ECLOGUE. 



IN IMITATION OP 

VIRGIL'S POLLIO. 



MESSIAH. 



SACRED ECLOGUE. 

IN IMITATION OP 

V I R G I L's P O L L I O. 



Advertifement. 



IN reading feveral pftfifages of the prophet Ifaiab, 
which foretell the coming of Chrift, and the felici- 
ties attending it, I could not but obferve a remarkable 
parity between many of the thoughts, and thofe in tin 
Poltib of Virgil. This will not {6cm furprifing, wbei 
we reflect, that the Eclogue was taken from a Sibxllin 
prophecy on the fame fubjeft. One may judge that Vir- 
gil did not copy it line for line $ but felcc~ted fuch ideas 
as belt agreed with the nature of paftoral poetry, anc 
difpofed ^ririhth'atm^n^e^wh^h^ervedmbff to beau 
tify his piece. I have endeavoured the fame in this imi- 
tation of him, thd\f£HVikKd«t admitting any thing o 
my own ; fince it was written with this particular view 
that* the* redder, by comparing the feveral 4 thoughts 
might fee how far the images and defer Options of th< 
Prophet are fuperior to thofe of the Poet. But as I fea: 
I have prejudiced them by my management, I mail fub 
join the paflages of Ifaiah, and thofe of Virgil, vnde 
the fame difadvantage of a literal tranflation. 



M E & S I A tt. 

A 

SACREJ5 ECLOGUE, 

IN BUTATIGN OT VI*G*L-S POLLIO^ 

YE Nymphs of Solyma ! begin- the fong,: 
To heavenly themes ftiblimer {trains belong. 
*i*Ee mofly fountains, and the fylvan fhades, 
The <lreams of Pindus and tli' Aonian maids* 
Delight no more— O v thou my voice infpire $ 

Who touch'd flaiah's hallowM lips with fire ! 

Bapt into future times, the Bard begun : 
A Virgin mall conceive,, a. Virgin bear a Son ! 

Prtte 
ifflrf atiows. 

Ver. 8. A Virgin fhall conceive— All crimes mall ceafe f 
&c] Virg* Eel. iv*. ver. 6. 

Jam red it et Virgoyredeunt Satumia regflfc;. 
Jam: nova orogenies- caslo demittirur altov 
Te duce", u qua manent fceleris veftigja neftri* 
Irrita perpetua folvent formidine terras — 
Pacatumque regiftf pamis-virttrtibtts- orbem*. 

« Now thlr Virgin retuw** now the kSrtgdbtn^of Sa- 
" turn retiwns, new a<-new> progeny is'femYdcr^frdm 
" high heaved* By -means oi'theV, whatever rtiiqttes*of 
" our crimtiTertainy mall b^wifetl away-, an\i free* the 
'«' world from perpetual fears. He fhall govern the earth 
« in pe«ce/with'<the> virtues -o^ hh Fathor;'* 



1< 



s< 



48 POPE'S POEMS, 

From * JefiVs root behold a branch arife, 
Whofe facred flower with fragrance fills the ikies : 
Th* Ethereal fpirit o*er its leaves ihall move, 
And on its top defcends the myftic Dove. 
Te f Heavens ! from high the dewy nectar pour, 
And in foft filence ftied the kindly fhower ! .. 
The J fick and weak the healing plant ihall aid, 
From ftorms a fhelter, and from heat a made. 
All Crimes ihall ceafe, and ancient frauds ihall fail ; 
Returning § Juftice lift aloft her fcale 5 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend. 
And white-rob'd Innocence from heaven defcend. 
Swift fly the years, and rife the expected morn t 
Oh fpring to light, aufpicious Babe, be born ! 
See Nature haftes her earlieft wreaths to bring, 
With all the incenfe of the breathing fpring : 

IMITATIONS. 

' Isaiah, Ch. vii. ver. 14. " Behold a Virgin ihal 
*' conceive and bear a Son.— Chap. ix. ver. 6, 7. Un 
" to us a Child is born j unto us a Son- is given ; th 
*• Prince of "P eace : of the increafe of his government 
" and of his peace, there ihall be no end : Upon th 
" throne of David, and upon his* kingdom, to orde 
" and to eftabliih it, with judgment and with juftice 
*' for ever and ever." 

Ver. 23. See Nature haftes, &c] Virg. Eel. iv. ver. 18 

" At tibi prima, puer, nullo munufcula cultu, 
Errantes hederas paifim cum baccare tellus, 
Mixtaque. ridenti colocafia fundet acantho— 
Ipfa tibi blandot fondent cunabula flores. 

" Fo 

* Ifai. xi. ver. 1. f Ch. xlv. v«r. 8, % Ch. xxv 
rer. 4. ^ j Ch. ix, ver. 7. 
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g * lofty Lebanon his head advance, 25 

« nodding forefts on the mountains dance ; 
»e fpicy clouds from lowly Saron rife, 
nd Carmel's flowery top perfumes the ikies ! 
ark ! a glad voice the lonely defert chefcrs j 
repare the f way! a God, a God appears : 30 

A God. 

IMITATIONS. 

" For thee, O Child, (hall the earth, without being 
tilled, produce her early offerings j winding ivy, mix- 
ed with Baccar, and Colocaffia with fmiling Acan- 
thus** Thy cradle (hall pour forth pleafing flowers 
about thee." 

Isaiah, Ch. xxxi. ver. 1. " The wildernefs and the 
folitary place (hall be glad, and the defert (hall re- 
joice and blofTom as the rofe." Ch. lx. ver. 13. " The 
glory of Lebanon (hall come unto thee, the fir-tree, 
die pine-tree, and the box together, to beautify the 
; place of thy fan&uary." 
Ver. 29. Hark 1 a glad voice, &c. 
irg. Eel. iv. ver. 46. 
Aggredere 6 magnos (aderit jam tempus) honores, 
Cara deum foboles, magnum Jovis incrementum— 
cl. v. ver. 6i» 
Ipfi lxtitia voces ad fidera ja&ant 
Intonfi montes, ipfaejam carmina rupes, 
Ipfa fonant arbuixa, Deus, Deus ille Menalcat 

•* O come and receive the mighty honours : the time 
draws nigh, O beloved offspring of the Gods, O 
: great increafe of Jove ! The uncultivated mountains 
; lend (houts of joy to the ftars, the very rocks fing in 
! verfe, the very (hrubs cry out, A God, a God I" 
Isaiah, Ch. xl. ver. 3, 4. " The voice of him that 
: cryeth in the wildernefs, Prepare ye the way of the 

* Ch. xxxv. ver. 2. f Ch. xl, ver, $> *. 
Vol. 1/ E «Vw&\ 
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A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply, 

The rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 

Lo, earth receives him from the bending ikies ! 

Sink down, ye mountains } and ye vallies, rife ; 

With heads declined, ye cedars, homage pay } 35 

Be fmooth, ye recks ; ye rapid floods, give way! 

The Saviour comes \ by ancient bards foretold : 

Hear him, ye deaf ; and all ye blind, behold ! 

He from thick Elms (hall purge the vifual ray, 

And on the fightlefs eye-ball pour the day : 46 

*Tis he th* obftru&ed paths of found ihall clear, 

And bid new mufic charm th 1 unfolding ear : 

The J dumb ihall fing, the lame his crutch foregoy 

And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 

No figh, no murmur, the wide world ihall hear, 45 

From every face he wipes off eveiy tear. 

In § adamantine chains ihall Death be bound, 

And Hell's grim tyrant feel th* eternal wound. 

As the good || fhepherd tends his fleecy care, 

Seeks frejheft pafture, and the pureft air, 50 

Explores the loft, the wandering iheep direcls, 

By day o'erfees them, and by night protects, 

The 

IMITATIONS. 

" Lord ! make ftraight in the defert a high-way for our 
•* God ! Every valley ihall be exalted, and every moxm* 
u tain and hill ihall be made low, and the crooked ihall 
u be made ftraight, and the rough places plain. 1 ' Ch. 
iv. ver. 23. ** Break forth into finding, ye raoun- 
" tains ; O foreft, and every tree therein I for the Lord 
" hath redeemed Ifrael." 

/ Ch. xUii. ver. 18. Ch. xxxv. ver, 5, 6, §_Ch* 
xxv. ver. 8. ft Ch. xL ver* I*. 
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he tender lambs he raifes in his arms, 

*ds from his hand, and in his boibm warms ; 

hus (hall mankind his guardian care engage, 55 

he promised * father of the future age. 

more (hall f nation againft nation rife, 
or ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 
or fields with gleaming fteel be covered o'er, 

he brazen trumpets kindle rage no more 5 60 

ut ufelefs lancet into fcythes (hall bend, 

nd the broad faulchion in a plow-(hare end. 

lien palaces (hall rife 5 the joyful J Son 

tail fini(h what his (hort-liv'd Sire begun j 

licit vines a (hadow to their race (hall yield, (5 

Lnd the fame hand that fow'd, (hall reap the field. 

lie (wain in barren § deferts with furprize, 

ees lilies fpring, and fudden verdure rife 5 

And 

IMITATIONS. 

r er. 67. The fwain-in barren deferts], Virg. E. iv. 
ver. a8. 

Molli paulatim flavefcet campus aviftft, 
Incultifque mbens pendebit fentibus uva s 
Et dura* quercus fudabunt rofcifht mejla. 

41 The fields (hall grow yellow with ripened ears, and 

1 die red grape (hall hang upon the wild brambjes, and 
' the hard oaks (hall difhl honey like dew.*' 

Isaiah, Ch. xxxv. ver. 7. " The parched ground 
■ Jhall become a pool, and the thirfty land (pnngs of 
9 water : In the habitations where dragons lay, (hall 
' be graft, and reeds and ru(hes." Ch. lv. ver. 13. 
• Ihftead of the thorn (halt come up the fir-tree, and 
' inftead of the briar (hall come up the myrtle-tree.'* 

• Ch. ix. ver. 6. f Ch* iu ver. 4, \ CW, Y« % 
rtr. 23, a, § Ch, Hrxv* ver* i* 7, 

E a 
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And ftarts amidft the thirfty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murmuring in his ear. 79 

On* rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 
The green reed trembles, and the bulrufh nods. 
Wafte fandy * valleys, once perplexed with thorn, 
The fpiry fir and fhapely box adorn : 
To leaflefs fhrubs the flowery palms fucceed, 75 

And odorous myrtle to the noifome weed. 
The f lambs with wolves fhall graze the verdant mead, 
And boys in flowery bands the tiger lead : 
The fteer and lion at one crib (hall meet, 
And harmlefs % ferpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 80 

The 



IMITATIONS. 



Ver. 77. The lambs with wolves, &c] Virg. E. ir. 
ver. si. 

Ipfae la&e domum referent diftenta capellse 
Ubera, nee magrios metoent armenta leones— 
Occidet et Terpens, ettallax herba vefteni 
Occidet.— 

" The goats fhall bear to the fold their udders dif- 
" tended "with milk : nor fhall the herds be afraid of 
" the greateft lions. The ferpent fhall die, and the 
*< herb that conceals poifon fhaU die." 

Isaiah, Ch. xi. ver. 6> &c. " The wolf fhall dwell 
« c with the lamb, and the leopard fhall lie down with 
" the kid, and the calf and the young lion and the fat- 
" ling together ; and a little child fhall lead them.— And 
" the lion fhall eat ftraw like the ox. And the fucking 
". child fhall play on the hole of the afp, and the wean- 
" ed child iiall put his hand on the. den of the cocka* 
" trice." 

* Ch. xli. ver. 19. and Ch. lv. ver. 13. f Ch. xx r 
rer.6, 7 , 8, f Ck lxv. v«. *$• 
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The fmiting infant in his hand (hall take 

fke crefted bafilifk and fpeckled (hake, 

PMs'd the green luftre of the fcales furvey, 

And with their forky tongue (hall innocently play. 

Rife, crown'd with light, imperial * Salem rife ! 85 

Exalt thy towery head, and lift thy eyes ! 

See a long f race thy fpacious courts adorn $ 

See future fons, and daughters yet unborn, 

In crouding ranks on every fide arife, 

Demanding life, impatient for the dues ! 90 

See barbarous J nations at thy gates attend, 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend j 

See thy bright altars thronged with proftrate kings, 

And heaped with products of § Sabaean fprings ! 

For thee Idume's (picy fbrefts blow, 95 

And feeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 

See heaven its fparkling portals wide difplay, 

And break upon thee in a flood of day ! 

No 

IMITATIONS. 

Ver. 85. Rife, crown'd with light, imperial Salem, 
rife !] The thoughts of Ifaiah, which compofe the latter 
part of the poem, are wonderfully elevated, and much 
ibove thofe general exclamations of Virgil, which make 
die loftieft part of his Pollio. 

Magnis ab integro faeclorum nafcitur ordo 1 
— toto furget gens aurea mundo ! 
•—incipient magni procedere menfes ! 
Afpice, venturo laetentar ut omnia faeclo ! &c. 

The reader needs only to turn to the paflages of 
[faiah, here cited. 

* Ch. lx. ver. 1. f Ch. lx. ver. 4. J Ch. Ix. 
W. 3. $ Ch. lx. ver. 6. 
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'No more the riling (| Sun fhall gild the morn, 

Nor evening Cynthia fill her filver horn j tapl 

But loft, diffolv'd in thy fuperior rays, ' 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 

Overflow thy courts : the Light himfelf (hall flune 

ReveaTd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 

The f feas (hall wafte, the ikies in fmoke decay, 105 

Rocks fall. to duft, and mountains melt away j 

But fix'd his word, his faving power remains 5 

Thy realm for ever lafts, thy own Messiah reigns! 

I Ch. bc» \rcr. 19, ao. 

^ Ch. li. yer. 6. and Ch. liv. ver. 10. 



WINDSOR- 



INDSOR-FOREST. 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 



ORGE LORD LANSDOWRT. 



n injuffa cano : Te noftrae, Vare, myricae, 
Nemus omne canet : nee Phoebo gratior ulla eft, 
am fibi quae Vari praefcripfit pagina nomen. ,> 

VlRG. 
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- Iff* 

Thi s Poem was written at two different times : the firft L 

part of it, which rebates to the country in the ycjr |« 

17049 at the fame time with the Paftorals : the latter I 
part was not added till the year 17139 in which it L 
was published, 
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WINDSO R-F ORE S T. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

GEORGE LORD LANSDOWN. 

TH Y forefts, Windfor ! and thy green retreats, 
At once the Monarch's and the Mufe's feats, 
Invite my lays. Be prefent, fylvan maids ! 
Unlock your fprings, and open all your ihades.. 
Granville commands ; your aid, O Mufes, bring ! 5 
What Mufe for Granville can refufe tp fing ? 
The groves of Eden, vaniuVd now fo long, 
Live in defcription, and look green in fong j 
Thefe, were my breaft infpir'd with equal flame, 
Like them in beauty, fhould be like in fame. 10 

Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water feem to ftrive again 5 
Not Chaos-like together crufh'd and bruis'd, 
But, as the world, harmoniouily confus'd : 
»Where order in variety we fee, 15 

And where, though all things differ, all agree. 
Here waving groves a cbequer'd fcene difplay, 
And part admit, and part exclude the day j 

As 

VARIATION* 

Ver. 3. &c. Originally thus, 

- Chafte goddefs of the woods, 

NymPis of the vales, and Naiads of the floods, 
Lead me thro" arching bow'rs, and glimmering glades, 
Unlock your fprings— 
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As fome coy nymph her lover's warm addrefs 
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite reprefs. ft* 

There, interfpersM in lawns and opening glades, 
Thin trees arife that fhun each other's ihades. 
Here in full light the ruffet plains extend : 
There, wrapt in clouds the bhiifh hills afcend. 
Ev'n the wild heath difplays her purple dyes, 25 

And 'midft the defert, fruitful fields arife, 
That, crown'd with tufted trees and fpringing corn. 
Like verdant ifles the fable wafte adorn. 
Let India boaft her plants, nor envy we 
The weeping amber, or the balmy tree, 30 

While by our oaks the precious loads are born, 
And realms commanded which thofe trees adorn. 
Not proud Olympus yields a nobler 'fight, 
.Though Gods affembled grace his towering height, 
Than what more humble mountains offer here, 35 

Where, in their bleflings, all t^ofe Gods appear. 
See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crown'd, 
Here bluihing Flora paints th* enamel'd ground, 
Here Ceres" gifts in waving profpe& ikand, 
And nodding tempt the joyful reaper's hand 5 40 

Rich Induftry fits fmiling on die plains, 
And peace and plenty tell, a Stuart reigns. 

Not 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 25. Originally thus 5 

Why fhouldl fing our better funs or air, 
Whofe vital .draughts prevent the leach's ca£» 
While thro* frefh fields th' enlivening odours breathe, 
Or fpread with vernal blooms the purple heath ? 
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Not thus the land appeared in ages paft, 

A dreary defert, and a gloomy wafte, 

To favage beads and favage laws a prey, 45 

And kings more furious and fevere than they ; 

Who claim' d the ikies, difpeopled air and floods, 

The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods : 

Cities laid wafte, they ftorm'd the dens and caves 

(For wifer brutes were backward to be (laves). 50 

What could be free, when lawlefs beafts obey'd, 

And ev"n the elements a Tyrant fway'd ? 

£n vain kind feafons fwell'd the teeming grain, 

Soft fhowers diftill'd, and funs grew warm in vain $ 

The Twain with tears his fruftrate labour yields, 55 

And famiuVd dies amidft his ripen'd fields. 

What wonder then, a beaft or fubjeft flain 

Were equal crimes in a defpotic reign ? 

Both doom'd alike for fportive Tyrants bled, 

But, while the fubje&iftarv'd, the beaft was fed. 60 

Proud Nimrod firft the bloody chace began, 

A mighty hunter, and his prey was man : 

Our haughty Norman boafts that barbarous name, 

And makes his trembling Haves the royal game. 

The 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 49. Originally thus in the MS. 
From towns laia wafte, to dens and caves they ran 
(For who firft ftoop'd to be a nave was man). 

Ver. 57, &c. 

No wonder favages or fubje&s flain — 
But iybje&s ftarv'd, while favages were fed. 

It was originally thus, but the word Savages is not pro* 

perly applied ty .beaftg but to men $ which Qccafioned the 

alteration, 
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The fields are ravifh'd from th' induftrious fwains,- 65 
From men their cities, and from Gods their fanes : 
The leveled towns with weeds lie cover'd o'er 5 
The hollow winds through naked temples roar 5 
Round broken columns clafping ivy twin'd ; 
O'er heaps of ruin ftalk'd the ftately hind 5 70 

The fox obfcene to gaping tombs retires, 
And favage howlings fill the facred quires. 
Aw'd by his Nobles, by his Commons curft, 
Th' Oppreffor rul'd tyrannic where he durft, 
Stretch'd o'er the Poor and Church his iron rod, 7$ 
And ferv'd alike his Vaffals and his God. 
Whom ev*h the Saxon fpar'd, and bloody Dane, 
The wanton vi&ims of his fport remain. 
But fee, tht man who fpacious regions gave 
A wafte for beads, himfelf deny'd a grave ! 80 

Stretch'd on the lawn his fecond hope furvey, 
At once the chacer, and at once the prey : 
Lo Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 
Bleeds in the foreft like a wounded hart. 
Succeeding monarchs heard the fubje&s cries, 85 

Nor faw difpleas'd the peaceful cottage rife. 
Then gathering flocks on unknown mountains, fed, 
O'er fandy wilds were yellow harvefts fpread, 
The forefts wonder 1 d at th* unufual grain, 
And fecret tranfport touch'd the confcious fwain. 90 

Fair 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 7*. And wolves with howling fill, &c] 
The Author thought this an error, wolves not being 
common in England at the time of the Conqueror, 
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Fair Liberty, Britannia's Goddefs, rears 

Her chearful head, and leads the golden years. 

Ye vigorous fwains ! while youth ferments your blood, 
And purer fpirits fwell the fprightly flood, 
Now range the hills, the gameful woods befet, 95 

Wind the fhrill horn, or fpread the waving net. 
When milder autumn fummer's heat fucceeds, 
And in the new-fhorn field the partridge feeds, 
Before his lord the ready fpaniel bounds, 
Panting with hope, he tries the furrow'd grounds $ 100 
But when the tainted gales the game betray, 
Couch'd clofe he lies, and meditates the prey » 
Secure they truft th* unfaithful Held befet, 
Till hovering o'er them fweeps the fwelling net. 
Thus (if fmall things we may with great compare) 105 
When Albion fends her eager fons to war, 

Some 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 91. 

Oh may no more a foreign mailer's rage, 
With wrongs yet legal, curfe a future age ! 
Still fpread, fair Liberty ! thy heav'nly wings, * 
Breathe plenty on the fields, and fragrance on the fpringsy 

Ver. 97. 
When yellow autumn fummer's heat fucceeds, 
Aad into wine the purple harveft bleeds, 
The partridge feeding in the new-fhorn fields, 
Both morning (ports and ev'ning pleafure yields. 

Ver* 107. It ftood thus in the firft edition : 
Pleas'd, in the General's fight, the hoft lie down 
Sudden before fome unfufpefting town $ 
The young, the old, one inftant makes our prize, 
Aad o'er their captive heads Britannia's ftaadatd flit% x 
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Some thoughtlefs Town, with cafe and plenty blefi, 
Near and more near, the clofing lines invert 5 
Sudden they- feize th' amaz'd, defeneelefs prize, 
And high in air Britannia's ftandard flies. no 

See ! from the brake the whirring pheafant fprings, 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings : 
Short is his joy ; he feels the fiery wound, 
Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground, 
Ah ! what avail his glofly, varying dies, 1 15 

His purple creft, and fcarlet circled eyes, 
The vivid green his filming plumes unfold, 
His painted wings, and breaft that flames with gold? 

Nor yet, when moift Ar&urus' clouds the iky, 
The woods and fields their pleating toils deny. no 

To plains with well-breath'd beagles we repair, 
And trace the mazes of the circling hare 
('Beafts, urg'd by us, their fellow beafts purfue, 
And learn of man each other to undo) : 
With flaughtering guns th' unweary'd fowler roves, 115 
When frofts have whitened all the naked groves ; 
Where doves In flocks the leaflefs trees o'erfliade, 
And lonely woodcocks haunt the watery glade. 
He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye 5 
Strait a fhort thunder breaks the frozen fey t J30 

Oft, as in airy rings they ikim the heath, 
The clamorous lapwings feel the leaden death : 

Oft, 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 116. O'er ruftling leaves around the naked groves* 
Var. jep. The fowle* lifts bis kyel'd tube on high. 
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Oft, as- the mounting larks their notes prepare, 
They fall, and leave their little lives in air. 

In genial fpring, beneath the quivering (hade, 135 
Where cooling vapours breathe along the mead, 
The patient fifher takes his filent ftand, 
Intent, his angle trembling in his hand : 
With looks unmov'd, he hopes the fcaly breed. 
And eyes the dancjgg cork and bending reed. 149 

Our plenteous ftreams a various race fupply, 
The bright-ey'd perch with fins of Tyrian dye, 
The filver eel, in mining volumes roll'd, 
The yellow carp, in fcales bedropp'd with gold, 
Swift trputs, diverfify'd with crimfon trains, 145 

And pykes, the tyrants of the watery plains. 

Now Cancer glows with Phoebus' fiery car: 
The youth rufti eager to the fylvan war, 
Swarm o'er the lawns, the foreft walks furround, 
Rouze the fleet hart, and cheer the opening hound. 150 
Th' impatient courier pants in every vein, 
And, pawing, feems to beat the diftant plain : 
Hills, vales, and floods, appear already crofs'd, 
And, ere he (bits, a thoufand fteps are loft. 
See the bold youth (train up the threatening fteep, 15 j 
Rufti through the thickets, down the valleys fweep, 
Hang o'er their courfers heads with eager fpeed, 
And earth rolls back beneath the flying fteed* 
Let old Arcadia boaft her ample plain, 
TV immortal buntrefs, and her virgin-train 5 xSfc^- 

Nor envy, Windier ! fince thy (hades have fecn 
Ai bright a Goddefs, aad as chaftfi aQgEStf \ 
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Whofe care, like her's, protects the fylvan reign* • 

The Earth's fair light, and Emprefs of the main. 

* Here, too, 'tis fung, of old Diana ftray'd, 16$ 

And Cynthus* top forfook for Windfor (hade } 

Here was (he feen o'er airy waftes to rove, 

Seek the clear fpring, or haunt the pathlefs grove j 

Here arm'd with filver bows, in early dawn, 

Her bufkin'd Virgins trac'd the dewjr lawn* 179 

Above the reft a rural nymph was fam'd, 

Thy offspring, Thames ! the fair Lodona nankVt 

(Lodona's fate, in long oblivion caft, 

The Mufe fhall fing, and what the fmgs (hall laft). 

Scdrce could the Goddefs from her nymph be known, 

But by the crefcent, and the golden zone. 

She fcorn'd the praife of beauty, and the care 5 

A belt her waift, a fillet binds her hair; 

A painted quiver on her fhotilder founds, 

And with her dart the flying deer fhe wounds. i$0 

It chanc'd, as, eager of the chace, the maid 

Beyond the foreft's verdant limits ftray'd, 

Pan faw and lov'd, and burning with defire 

Purfued her flight, her flight increas'd his fire. 

Not half fo fwift the trembling doves can fly, 1S5 

When the fierce eagle cleaves the liquid fky $ 

Not half fo fwiftly the fierce eagle moves, 

When through the clouds he drives the trembling doves { 

As from the God fhe flew with furious pace, 

Or as the God, more furious, urg'd the chace. 190 

Now fainting, finking, pale, the nymph appears ; 

Now clofe behind, his (punding fteps fhe hears $ 

And 
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r his (hadow reached her as fhe runjf * 

»w lengthened by the Jetting fun ; 

r his ftiorter breath, with Ailtty dir, t'95 

her neck, and fans her parting hair. 

n father Thames (he calls for ittF, 

d Diana help her injurM maid. 

■eathlefs, thus me prayM, nor prayM in vahi j 

jmthia ! ah— though baniftYd from thy train, *oo 

, O let me, to the macks repair, 

tftre fhades — there weep, and murmur mere." 

and, melting as hi tears fhe lay, 
filver ftream diffolvM away, 
r ftream her virght coidneft keeps, $05 

murmurs, and for ever weeps ; 
s the name the haplefs virgin bort, 
les the foreft where me rangM before, 
a&e current oft the Goddeis laves, 
1 celeftial tears augments the waves*. 1 1 tar' 

r glafs the nrufmg fhepherd fpies 
Hong mountains and the downward flder, 
tj landikip of the pendant woods, 
:nt trees that tremble in the floods 5 
ar azure gleam the flocks are feen, 215 

ting forefts paint the wares with green 5 

the fair fcene roll flow the lingering ftreams, 
ming pour along, smd rum kita the 'fnaftiei. 

too, great father of the Britifh floods 1 
ful pride furvey^ft our lofty woods $ tso 

werimj oaks their growing hanwEkn : stnf»- 
ire xwnes oh thy fhores iqppMf} 

r. V "&*. 
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Not Neptune's felf from all her ftreams receives 

A wealthier tribute, than to thine he gives. 

No feas fo rich, fo gay no banks appear, 121 

No lake fo.ggfttle, and no fpring fo clear. 

Nor Po fo fweils the fabling Poet's lays, ( 

While led along the ikies his current ftrays, 

As thine, which vifits Windfor's fam'd abodes, 

To grace the manfion of our earthly Gods : a 3* 

Nor all his ftars above a luftre fhow, . 

Like the bright Beauties on thy banks below 5 

Where Jove, fubdued by mortal paflion ftill, 

Might change Olympus for a nobler hill. 

Happy the man whom this bright Court approves, 
His Sovereign favours, and his Country loves : 
Happy next him, who to thefe fhades retires, 
Whom Nature charms, and whom the Mule infpires; 
Whom humbler joys of home-felt quiet pleafe, 
Succeffive ftudy, exercife, and eafe. 1411 

He gathers health from herbs the foreft yields, 
And of their fragrant phytic fpoih the fields : 
With chemic arts exalt the mineral powers, 
And draws the aromatic fouls of flowers 1 



Nov 



VARIATIONS. 1 

Ver. aj3. It flood thus in the MS. 

And force great Jove, if Jove 's a lover ftill, 
To change Olympus, &c. 

Ver. 235. 
Happy the man, who to the fhades retires, 
But doubly happy, if the Mufe infpires ! 
Bleft whom the fweets of home-felt quiet pleafe j 
But far more bleft,' who ftudy \oins with eafe. 
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marks the courfe of rolling orbs on high ; 245 

figur'd worlds now travels with his eye 5 

ncient writ unlocks the learned ftore, 

bits the dead, and lives paft ages o'er : 

wandering thoughtful in the filent wood, 

nds the duties of the wife and good, 250 

bferve a mean, be to himfelf a friend, 

ollow nature, and regard his end $ 

x>ks on heaven with more than mortal eyes, 

his free foul expatiate in the Ikies, 
d her kindred ftars familiar roam, 255 

ey the region, and confefs her home ! 
1 was the life great Scipio once admir'd, 
s Atticus, and Trumbal thus retir'd. 
e facred Nine ! that all my foul poflefs, 
>fe raptures fire me, and whofe vifions blefs, 260 

me, oh bear me to fequefter'd fcenes, 
bowery mazes, and furrounding greens $ 
ffiames's banks which fragrant breezes fill, 
/here ye Mufes fport on Cooper's Hill 

Cooper's Hill eternal wreaths mall grow, 265 

le lafts the mountain, or while Thames fhall flow) : 
tn through confecrated walks to rove, 
ir foft mufic die along the grove : 



Led 



VARIATION. 

267. It ftood thus in the MS. 

Rethinks around your holy fcenes I rove, 
nd hear your mufic echoing through the grove t 
r ith transport vifit each, infpirine lhade 
j God-like Poets venerable made. 

F a 
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Led by the found, I roam from lhade to made, 

By god-like poets venerable made : 970 

Here his firft lays majeftic Denham fung ; 

There the laft numbers flow'd from Cowley's tongue. 

O early lofl;! what tears the river med, 

When the fad pomp along his banks was led ! 

His drooping fwans on every note expire, 275 

And on his willows hung each Mufe's lyre. 

Since fate relentlefs ftopp'd their heavenly voice, 
No more the forefts ring, or groves rejoice; 
Who now fhall charm the (hades, where Cowley ffrung 
His living harp, and lofty Denham fung? gfe 

But hark ! the groves rejoice, die foreft rings ! 
Are thefe reviv'd ? or is it Granville fings t 
Tis yours, my Lord, to blefs our foft retreats, 
And call the Mufes to their ancient feats ; 
To paint anew the flowery fylvan fcenes, %%$ 

To crown the forefts with immortal greens. 
Make Windfor hills in lofty numbers rife, 
And lift her turrets nearer to the flues $ 
To fing thofe honours you deferve to wear, 
And add new luftre to her filver Jfar. 290 



VARIATIONS. 
Ver. 275. 
What fighs, what murmurs, fiirdthe vocal fhore! 
His tuneful fwans were heard to fing no more. 

Ver. 290. her filver ftar.] All the lines that follow 
were not added to the poem till the year 1710. What 
immediately followed this, and made the conclufian, 
were thefe, 
My humble Mufe, in unambitious ftralns, 
Paints the green forefts and the flowery plains 5 

Where 
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Here noble Surrey felt the facred rage, 

Surrey, the Granville of a former age : 

Matchlefs his pen, victorious was his lance, 

Bold in the lifts, and graceful in the dance : 

In the fame ihades the Cupids tun'd his lyre, 295 

To the fame notes, of love, and foft defire : 

Fair Geraldine, bright object of his vow, 

^hen fuTd the groves, as heavenly Mira now. 

Oh wouhTft thou fing what heroes Windfor bore, 
What kings firft breath'd upon her winding fhore, 300 
Or raife old warriors, whofe ador'd remains 
In weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains I 
With Edward's acts adorn the mining page, 
Stretch his long triumphs down through every age, 
Draw monarchs chained, and CrenVs glorious field, 305 
The lilies blazing on the regal ftiield : 
Then, from her roofs when Verrio's colours fall, 
And leave inanimate the naked wall, 
Still in thy fong mould vanquifh'd France appear, 
And bleed for ever under Britain '6 fpear. 3x0 

Let fofter ftrain6 ill-fated Henry mourn, 
And palms eternal flourifh round his urn. 

Here 

VARIATIONS. 

Where I obfcurely pafs my carelefs days, 
Pleas'd in the filent (hade with empty praife, 
Enough for me that to the liftening fwains 
Firft in thefe fields I fung the lylvan ftrains. 

Ver. 307. Originally thus in the MS. 
When Brafs decays, when Trophies lie o'erthrown, 
And mouldering into duft drops the proud ftone. 

F 3 



I 
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Here o>r the Martyr-King the marble weeps, 
And, faft befide him, once-fearM Edward fleeps : 
Whom not th* extended Albion could contain, 3x5 
From old Belerium to the northern main, 
The Grave unites ; where ev'n the Great find reft, 
And blended lie th* oppreflbr and th* oppreft ! 

Make facred Charles's tomb for ever known 
(Obfcure the place, and uninfcrhVd the ftone) j 320 
Oh facl accurs'd ! what tears has Albion flied, 
Heavens, what new wounds ! and how her old have bled ! 
She faw her fons with purple deaths expire, 
Her facred domes involv'd in rolling fire, 
A dreadful feries of inteftine wars, 3*5 

Inglorious triumphs and difhoneft fears. 
At length great Anna faid,— " Let Difcord ceafe!" 
She faid, the world obey'd, and all was peace ! 

In that bleft moment from his oozy bed 
Old father Thames advane'd his reverend head. 330 

His 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 321- Originally thus in the MS. 
Oh facl accurs'd » oh facrilegious brood, 
Sworn to Rebellion, principled in blood ! 
Since that dire morn what tears has Albion fhed ! 
Gods ! what new wounds, &c. 

Ver. 327. Thus in the MS. 

Till Anna rofe, and bade the Furies ceafe j 
Let there be peace —me faid, and all was Peace. 

Between verfe 330 and 331, originally flood thefe lines; 
From fhore to fhore exulting fhouts he heard, 
O'er all his banks a lambent light appeared, 
With fparkling flames heaven's glowing concave *hone, 
Fi&itious iiars, and glories, ixot her own. 
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His treffes drop'd with dews, and o'er the ftream 

His ihining horns diffusM a golden gleam : 

Grav'd on his urn appeared the moon, that guides 

Hit fwelling waters, and alternate tides 5 * 

The figur'd (beams in waves of filver roll'd, 335 

And on their banks Augufta rofe in gold, 

Around his throne the lea-born brothers flood 

Who fwell with tributary urns his flood ! 

Firft the fam'd authors of his ancient name, 

The winding His, and the fruitful Thame : 340 

The Kennet fwift, for filver eels renown'd 5 

The Loddon flow with verdant alders crown'd ; 

Cole, whofe dark ftreams his flowery iflands lave 5 

And chalky Wey, that rolls a milky wave : 

The blue, tranfparent Vandalis appears ; 34.5 

The gulphy Lee his fedgy treffes rears ; 

And Allien Mole, that hides his diving flood ; 

And filent Darent, ftain'd with Danifh blood. 

High in the raidft, upon his urn reclin'd, 
(His fea-green mantle waving with the wind) 350 

The God appeared : he turn'd his azure eyes 
Where Windfbr-domes and pompous turrets rife ! 
Then bow'd, and fpoke 5 the winds forget to roar, 
And the hufiYd waves glide foftly to the fhore. 
■ Hail, facred Peace ! hail, long-expected days, 355 
That Thames' s glory to the ftars (hall raife ! 

Though 

VARIATION. 

He /aw, and gently rofe above the ftream ; 
His Chining horns diffufe a golden gleam : 
With pearl and sold his towery front was <kt&> 
The tributes of die dlfant Eaft and Weft. 

*4 
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Though Tyhers (beams immortal Rome behold, 
Though foaming .Hermus fwelis with tides of gold, 
From heaven iifelf the Jfeven-fc4d Nilus flows, 
And harvefts on a hundred realms bellows ; 360 

Thefe now no- more mall be the Mule's themes, 
Loft in my fame, as in the fea their ftreams. 
Let Volga'«s banks with iron fquadrons fhine, 
And groves of lances glitter on the Rhine, 
Let barbarous Ganges arm a ifarvile train j 365 

5e mine the.biewngs of a peaceful reign. 
No more myrfons ihall dye with Britiih blood 
Red Iber's fends, or lifter's foaming flood : 
Safe on my jhope each •uomolefted twain 
Shall tend the ilocks, or reap the -bearded grain* ^7° 
The ihady empire ihall retain no trace 
Of war or blood, but in the fylvan ohace > 
The trumpet iitep, white chearful horns are bkrom, 
And arms employed on birds and btafts alone. 
Behold ! tli n afcending villas on my fide, $75 

Prajeft long madows o'er the cryilal tide. 
Behold ! Augufta's glittering 4pkes incneafe, 
And Temples rife, the beauteous works of Peace. 
I fee, I ifee, where two fair cities bend 
Their ampje bow, a new Whitehall .aibe&d 1 jto 

There 

(VARIATION. 

Y$r* 363. Originally thus in the MS. 

Let Venice boaft her Towers amidft the Main, 
Where the rough Adrian fwells and roars in vain 9 
Here not a Town, but spacious Realm ihall hare 
A fur* foundation on tjie rolling waye* * 
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re mighty nations (hall inquire their doom, 
world's great oracle in times to come j 
re Kings (hall fue, and fuppliant States be Jfeen 
1 more to bend before a Britim Queen, 
hy trees, fair Windfor ! now mail leave their woods, 
half thy forefts rufh into thy floods $ 
Britain's Thunder, and her Crofs dtiplay, 
he bright regions of the riling day : 
pt icy feas, where fcarce the waters roll, 
re clearer flames glow round the frozen Pole 4 39* 
nder fouthern ikies exalt their fails, 
by new ftars, and borne by §>icy gales ! 
ne the balm (hall bleed, and amber flow, 
coral redden, and the ruby glow, 
pearly (hell its lucid globe unfold, 395 

Phoebus warm the ripening ore to gold, 
time (hall come, when free as feas or wind 
mnded Thames (hall flow for all mankind* 
le nations enter with each fwelling tide, 
feas but }oin the regions they divide $ 4.00 

l*s diflant ends our glory (hall behold, 
the new world launch forth to feek the old. 
1 (hips of uncouth form (hall ftera the tide, 
feather'd people crowd my wealthy fide, 



And 



VARIATION. 

385, &c. were originally thus in the MS. 

w (hall our fleets the bloody Crofs difplay 
> the rich regions of the rifing day, 
thofe green ides, where headlong Titan Aeept 
5 hiding axle ia th' A&ntic 4eejw ; 
mpt icy feas, &c« 
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And naked youths and painted chiefs admire 4.05 

Our fpeech, our colour, and our ftrange attire ! 

Oh, -ftretch thy reign, fair Peace ! from more to fliore, 

Till Conqueft-ceafe, and Slavery be no more ; 

Till the freed Indians in their native groves 

Reap their own fruits, and woo their fable loves 5 410 

Peru once more a race of Kings behold, 

And other Mexicos be roof *d with gold. 

Exil'd by thee from earth to deepeft hell, 

In brazen bonds, mail barbarous Difcord dwell : 

Gigantic Pride, pale Terror, gloomy Care, 41 5 

And mad Ambition, (hall attend her there : 

There purple Vengeance bath'd in gore retires, 

Her weapons blunted, and extinct her fires : 

There hateful Envy her own fnakes fhall feel, 

And Perfecution mourn her broken wheel : 420 

There Faction roar, Rebellion bite her chain, 

And gafping Furies thirft for blood in vain. 

Here ceafe thy flight, nor with unhallow'd lays 
Touch the fair fame of Albion's golden days : 
The thoughts of Gods let Granville's verfe recite, 
And bring the fcenes of opening fate to light : 4*6 

My humble Mufe, in unambitious (trains, 
Paints the green forefts and the flowery plains, 
* Where Peace defcending bids her olive fpring, 
And fcatters bleflings from her dove-like wing. 430 
Ev'n I more fweetly pafs my carelefs days, 
Pleas'd in the filent (hade with empty praife 5 
Enough for me, that to the liftening fwains 
Firft in thefe fields I fung the fylvan (trains. 

-ODE 
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ODE FOR MUSIC 
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St. CECILIA'S DAY. 

!• 

DEscend, ye Nine! defcend, and ling? 
The breathing urftraments infpire, 
Vake into voice each filent firing, 
Lnd fweep the founding lyre ! 

In a fadly-pleafing ftrain 4 

Let the warbling lute complain t 
Let the loud trumpet (bund, 
Till the roof* all around 
The flirill echoes rebound: 
VTiile, in more kngthen'4 notet and flow, $0 

lie deep, maje&c, fofenrn organs blow. 
Hark ! the numbers foft and dear 
Gently fteal upon the ear ; 
Now louder, and yet louder rile. 
And fill with ipreading founds the flries j 15 

Suiting in triumph now fwell the bold notes, 
6- broken air, tumbling, the wild munc ioatv 3 
Till, by degrees, remote and fmall, 
The ftrain* decay, 

And melt away, to- 

In a dying, dying fall. 

By 



1 
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II. 
By Mufic, minds aji -equal temper Jen ow, 

Nor fwell too high, nor fink too low, 
If in the breaft tumultuous joys arife, 
Mufic her foft, afluafive voice applies ; *5 

Or, when the foul is preiifd with cares, 
Exalts- her in enlivening airs. 
Warriors fhe fires with animated founds 5 
Pours balm into the bleeding lover's wounds ; 

Melancholy lifts her head, 30 

Morpheus rouies from his bed, 
Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes, 
Liftening Envy drops her fnakes ; 
Inteftine war no more our Paifions wage, 
And giddy Factions hear away their rage. 35 

III. 
But when our Country's caufe provokes to Arms, 
How martial mufic every bofom warms ! 
$0 when the firft bold veffel dar'd the feas, 
High on the ftern the Thracian raisM his drain, 

While Argo (aw her kindred trees 40 

Defcend from Pelion to the main. 
Tranfported demi-gods ftood round, 
r And men grew heroes at the found, 

Enflam'd with glory's charms : 
Each chief his fevenfoid lhield difplay'd,. 45 

And half un (heath d the mining blade s 
And feas, and rocks, and ikies rebound 
To arms, to arms, to arms J 

But 
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IV. 

it when through all th' infernal bounds, 

r hich flaming Phlegeton furrounds, " 50 

Love, ftrong as Death, the Poets led 

To the pale nations of the dead, - 
r hat founds were heard, 
Tiat fcenes appear'd, 
O'er all the dreary coafts ! 55 

Dreadful gleams,' 

Difmal fcreams, 

Fires that glow, 

Shrieks of woe, . 

Sullen moans, 69 

Hollow groans, 
'And cries of tortured ghofts ! 
ut hark 1 he ftrikes the golden lyre 5 
nd fee ! the torturM ghofts refpire. ' 

See, ihady forms advance ! 65 

Thy ftone, O Sifyphus, ftands ftill, 

Ixion refts upon his wheel, 

And the pale fpectres dance 1 
'he Furies fink upon their iron beds, 
aid (hakes uncurl'd hang liftening round their heads. 

V. 

By the ftreams that ever flow, 

By the fragrant winds that blow 
O'er the Elyfian flowers \ 

By thofe happy fouls who dwell 

In yellow meads of Afphodel, 75 

Or Amaranthine bowers \ 

By 
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By the hero's armed ihades, 

Glittering through the gloomy glades j 

By the youths that dy'd for love, 

Wandering m the myrtle grave, So 

Reftore, reftore EuFydice to- fife : 
Oh take the hufband, or return the- wife'! 

He fung, and hell confented 
To hear the Poet's prayer; 
Stern Proferpine relented, $5 

And gave him back the fair. 
Thus fong could prevail 
O'er death, and o'er hell, 
A conqueft how hard and how glorious ! 

Though fate had fall bound her . 90 

With Styx nine times round her, 
Yet mufic and love were victorious. 

VI. 
But foon, too foon the lover turns his eyes" : 
Again (he falls, again ftie dies, (he dies f 
How wilt thou now the fatal lifters move ? 95 

No crime was thine, if 'tis no crime to love* 
Now under hanging mountains* 
BeGde the falls of fountains, 
Or where Hebrus wanders, 

Rolling in Maeanders loo 

All alone, 
Unheard, unknown, 
He makes his moan ; 
And calls her ghoft, 
Forever, ever, ever loft F 105 



i 
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fcJow with Furies furrourided, 
Defpairing, confounded, 
He trembles, he glows, 
Amidft Rhodope's fnows : 
See, wild as the winds, o'er the defert he flies ; no 

Hark ! Haemus refounds with the Bacchanals cries— 

Ah fee, he dies ! 
Yet eVn in death Eurydice he fung, 
Eurydice ftill trembled on his tongue, 

Eurydice the woods, 1 1 5 

Eurydice the floods, 
Eurydice the rocks and hollow mountains rung. 

VII. 
Mufic the fierceft grief can charm, 
And fate's fevereft rage difarm : 
Mufic can forten pain to eafe, 120 

And make defpair and madnefs pleafe : 
Our joys below it can improve, 
And antedate the blifs above. 
This the divine Cecilia found, 
And to her Maker's praife connVd the found. 125 

When the full organ joins the tuneful quire, 

TV immortal powers incline their ear 5 
Borne on the fwelling notes our fouls afpire, 
While fblemn airs improve the facred fire ; 

And angels lean from heaven to hear. x 30 

Of Orpheus now no more let Poets tell, 
To bright Cecilia greater power is given 1 
His numbers nuYd a fhade from hell, 

Her's lift the foul to heaven. 
Vol. I. G t V* O 



TWO 

CHORUSES 

TO THE 

TRAGEDY OF BRUTUS. 

Altered from Shakefpeare by the Duke of Buckingham, 
at whofe defire thefe two Chorufes were compofed, to 
fupply as many, wanting in his play. They were fa 
many years afterwards by the famous Bononcini, and 
performed at Buckingham-houfe. 

CHORUS OF ATHENIANS. 

STROPHE I. 

TE {hades, where facred truth is fought j 
Groves, where immortal Sages taught : , 

Where heavenly vifions Plato fir'd, 
And Epicurus lay infpir'd ! 
In vain your guiltlejs laurels ftood 5 

Unfpotted long with human blood. 
War, horrid war, your thoughtful walks invades, 
And fteel now glitters in the Mufes' (hades. 

ANTISTROPHE I. 

Oh heaven-born lifters ! fource of art ! 
Who charm the fenfe, or mend the heart ; 10 
Who lead fair Virtue's train along, 
Moral truth and myftic Song f 
To what new clime, what diftant (ky, 
Forfaken, friendlefs, fhall ye fly ? 
Say, will ye blefs the bleak Atlantic more ? 15 

Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more ? 

STROPHE 



ODES. 83 

STROPHE II. 

When Athens finks by fates unjuft, 

When wild Barbarians fpurn her duft 5 

Perhaps ev'n Britain's utmoft more 

Shall ceafe to blufh with ftranger's gore ; 20 

See Arts her favage fons control, 

And Athens rifing near the pole ! 
'ill fome new Tyrant lifts his purple hand, 
jid civil madncfs tears them from the land. 

AWTISTROPHE II. 

" Ve Gods ! what juftice rules die ball ! 15 

Freedom and Arts together fall 5 

Fools grant whatever Ambition craves, 

And men, once ignorant, are (laves. 

Oh curs'd effects of civil hate, 

In every age, in every ftate ! 3° 

till, when the luft of tyrant power fucqeeds, 
ome Athens periflies, fome Tully bleeds. 

HORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS. 

S EMICHQRUS. 

3H Tyrant Love ! haft thou poffeft 
The prudent, learn'd, and virtuous breaft ? 
Wifdom and Wit in vain reclaim, 
\.nd Arts but foften us to feel thy flame. * 

Love, foft intruder, enters here, 5 

But entering learns to be fincere. 
Marcus with bluihes owns he loves, 
And Brutus tenderly reproves. 

G % Why, 
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Why, Virtue, doft thou blame defire, 

Which Nature has impreft ? 10 

Why, Nature, doft thou fooneft fire 
The mild and generous breaft ? 

CHORUS. 

Love's purer flames the Gods approve ; 
The Gods and Brutus bend to Love : 
Brutus for abfeirt Porcia fighs, 15 

And fterner Caflius melts at Junia's eyes. 
What is loofe love ? a tranfient guft, 
Spent in a Hidden ftorm of luft, 
A vapour fed from wild defire, 
A wandering; felf-confuming fire. *o 

But Hymen's kinder flames unite ; 
And burn for ever one $ 
. Chafte as cold Cynthia's virgin light, 
Productive as the Sun. 

SEMICBO RUS. 

Oh fource of every focial tye, 15 

United wifh, and mutual joy t 
What various joys on one attend, 
As fon, as father, brother, hufband, friend ? 
Whether his hoary fire he fpies, 
While thoufand grateful thoughts arife ; 30 

Or meets his fpoufe's fonder eye j 
Or views his fmiling progeny ; 
What tender pafiions take their turns, 

Wliat home-felt raptures move ! 
His heart now melts, now leaps, now burns, 35 
With reverence, hope, and love. 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

Hence guilty joys, diftaftes, furmizes, 
Hence falfe tears, deceits, difguifes, 
Dangers, doubts, delays, furprizes ; 

Fires that fcorch, yet dare not fhine : 40 

Pureft love's unwafting treafure, 
Conftant faith, fair hope, long leifure ; 
Days of eafe, and nights of pleafure ; 
Sacred Hymen ! thefe are thine. 

ODE ON SOLITUDE. 

Written when the Author was about Twelve Years old. 

TT APP Y the man, whofe wifli and care 
•■■■■•A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air, 

In his own ground. 
Whofe herds with milk, whofe fields with bread, 5 

Whofe flocks fupply him with attire, 
Whofe trees in fummer yield him (hade, 

In winter fire. 
Bleft, who can unconcernedly find 

Hours, days, and years Aide foft away, 10 

In health of body, peace of mind, 

Quiet by tlay. 
Sound deep by night ; ftudy and eafe, 
Together mix'd ; fweet recreation ; 
And innocence, which moft does pleafe 1 5 

With meditation, 

G 3 Thus 
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Thus let me live, unfeen, unknown, 

Thus unlamented let me die, 
Steal from the world, and not a ftone 

Tell where I lie. *° 

ODE. 

THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL. 

I. 
T7 1 T AL fpark of heavenly flame ! 
* Quit, oh quit this mortal frame : 
Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying. 
Oh the pain, the blifs of dying ! 
Ceafe, .fond Nature, ceafe thy ftrife, 5 

And let me languim into life. 

II. 
Hark ! they whifper $ Angels fay, 
Sifter Spirit, come away. 
What is this abforbs me quite ? 
Steals- my fenfes, (huts my fight, jo 

Drowns my fpirits, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my Soul, can this be Death f 

in. 

The world recedes ; it difappears ! 

Heaven opens on my eyes ! my ears 

With founds feraphic ring : 15 

JLend, lend your wings ! I mount ! I fly ! 

O Grave ! where is thy Viftory ? 

Q Death ! where is thy Sting ? 

AN 
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Written in the Year m dcc ix *. 



" Si quid novifti re&ius iftis, 
landidus imperti j fi non, his utere mecura.° 

Hon. 



Mr. Pope told me himfelf, that the " Eflay on 
Mticifm" was indeed written in 1707, though faid 
9 bymiftake. J. Richardson 
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The Poem is in one book, but divided into three prin- % 
cipal parts or members. The firft [to ver. zoi.] 
gives rules for the Study of the Art of Criticifm ; the. 
fecond [from thence to ver. 560.] expofes the Caufes 
of wrong Judgment 5 and the third [from thence to 
the end] marks out the Morals of the Critic. When 
the Reader hath well considered the whole, and hath 
obferved the regularity of the plan, the mafterly con- 
duct of the feveral parts, the penetration into Nature, 
and the compafs of learning fo confpicuous through- 
put, he mould then be told that it was the work of an 
Author who had not attained the twentieth year of 
his age.— A very learned Critic has fhewn, that Ho- 
race had the fame attention to method in his Art of 
Poetry. 
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CONTENTS 

OF THE 

ESSAY ON CRITICISM. 

PARTI. 

Introduction. That 'tis as great a fault to judge 
ill, as to write ill, and a more dangerous one to the 

public, ver. i. 
7"hat a true Tafte is as rare to be found as a true Ge- 
nius, yer. 9 to 18. 
That moft men are born with fome Tafte, but fpoil'd 

by falfe Education, ver. 19 to 25. 
The multitude of Critics and caufes of them, ver. 26 

to 45. 
That we are to ftudy our own Tafte, and know the limits 

of it, ver. 46 to 67. 
Nature the beft guide of judgment, ver. 68 to 87. 
Improved by Art and Rules, which are but methodized 

Nature, ver. 88. 
Rules derived from the practice of the Ancient Poets, 

ver. 88. to no. 
That therefore the Ancients are necefTary to be ftudied 

by a Critic, particularly Homer and Virgil, ver. 120 

to 138. 
Of Licences, and the ufe of them by the Ancients, ver 4 

140 to 180. 

Reverence due to the Ancients, and praife of them, 

ver. 181, &c. 

PART 



to admire, ver. 384.. 5. Partiality— too much love 
to a Sect, — to the Ancients or Modems, ver. J94. 
6. Prejudice or Prevention, ver. 408. 7. Singularity, 
ver. +14. 8. Inconstancy, ver. 430. 9. Party Spi- ' 
rit, ver. 452, See. 10. Envy, ver. 466. Again!) 
Envy, and in praife of Good-nature, ver. 508, &c. 
When Severity is chiefly to be ufed by Critics, ver. 

PART III. Ver. 560, &c. 

Rules for the Conduct of Manners in a Critic, t. Can- 
dour, ver. j6j. Modefty, ver. 366. Good-breed- 
ing, ver. 571. Sincerity and Freedom of Advice, 
ver. 578. a. When one's Counlcl is to be refrained, 
ver. 584. Character of an incorrigible Poet, ver. 
600. And of an impertinent Critic, ver. 610, &c. 
Character of a good Critic, ver. 619. The Hillary 
of Criticifro, and Characters of the belt Critics; 
Ariftotle, ver. 64 j. Horace, ver. 653. Dionyliui, 
ver, 665. Petronius, ver. 6B7. Qtuotilian, ver. 
670. Longinus, ver, 675. Of the Decay of Criti- 
cifro, and its Revival. EraTmus, Ver. 693. Vida, 
ver. 705. Boileau, ver. 714. Lord Roicommon, 
&c. ver. 71.J. Conclalkm, 

AN 
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ON 

CRITICISM. 

i 

J *" I ^ I S hard to fay, if greater want of /kill 

JL Appear in writing or in judging ill; 
But of the two, lefs dangerous is th' offence 
To tire our patience, than mi (lead our ienfe. 
Some few in that, but numbers err in this,. . 5 

Ten cenfure wrong for one who writes amifs $ 
A fool might once himfelf alone expofe, 
Now one in verfe makes many more in profe. 

*Tis with our judgments as our watches ; none 
Go juft alike, yet each believes his own. 10 

In Poets as true genius is but rare, 
True tafte as feldom is the Critic's fhare, 
Both muft alike from Heaven derive their light, 
Thefe born to judge, as well as thofe to write; 
Let fuch teach others who themfelves excel, 1 5 

And cenfure freely who have written well. 
Authors are partial to their wit, 'tis true, 
But are not Critics to their judgment too ? 

Yet, if we look more clofely, we fhall find 
Moil have the feeds of judgment in their mind : ao 

Nature 
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Natare affords at leaft a glimmering light ; 

The lines, though touched but faintly, are drawn right. 

fcut as the flighted fketch, if juftly tracM, 

Is by ill-colouring but the more difgrac'd, 

So by falfe learning is good fenfe defac'd : 

Some are bewildered in the maze of fchools, 26 

And fome made coxcombs Nature meant but fools. 

In iearch of wit thefe lofe their common fenfe, 

And then turn Critics in their own defence : 

Each burns alike, who can, or cannot write, 30 

Or with a rival's, or an eunuch's fpite. 

All fools have ftill an itching to deride, 

And fain would be upon the laughing fide* 

If Maevius fcribble in Apollo's fpight, 

There are who judge ftill worfe than he can write. 35 

Some have at firft for Wits, then Poets paft, 
Turned Critics next, and prov'd plain fools at laft. 

Some 

VARIATIONS. 

Between ver. 25 and 26 were thefe lines, fmce omit- 
ted by the Author : 

Many are fpoiTd by that pedantic throng, 

Who with great pains teach youth to reaTon wrong. 

Tutors, like Virtuofos, oft inclined 

By ftrange trans fufion to improve the mind, 

Draw off the fenfe we have, to pour in new 5 

Which yet, with all their (kill, they ne'er could do. • 

Ver. 30, 31. In the firft edition thus : 

Thofe hate as rivals all that write; and others . 
* But envy wits, as eunuchs envy lovers. 

Ver. 32. " All fools," in the firft edition ; « All fuch" 
in edition 1717$ face reftored . 



ESSAY ON CRITICISM. 93 

Some neither can for Wits nor Critics pafs, 

As heavy mules are neither horfe nor afs. 

Thofe half-learned witlings, numerous in our ifle, 40 

As half-form M infects on the banks of Nile ; 

CnfinifrTd things, one knows not what to call, 

Their generation 's (b equivocal : 

To tell them, would a hundred tongues require, 

Or one vain wit's, that might a hundred tire. 4$ 

But you, who feek to give and merit fame, 
And juftly bear a Critic's noble name, 
Be Aire yourfelf and your own reach to know, 
How far your genius, tafte, and learning, go 5 
Launch not beyond your depth, but be difcreet, 50 

And mark that point where fenfe and dulnefs meet. 

Nature to all things nVd the limits fit, 
And wifely curb'd proud man's pretending wit, 
As on the land while here the ocean gains, 
[n other parts it leaves wide fandy plains ; 55 

rhus in the foul while memory prevails, 
Fhe folid power of understanding fails j 
Where beams of warm imagination play, 
rhe memory's foft figures melt away. 
Dne fciencc only will one genius fit ; 60 

>o vaft is art, fo narrow human wit : 
4ot only bounded to peculiar arts, 
Jut oft' in thofe confin'd to fmgle parts. 
-ike Kings, we lofe the conquefts gain'd before, 
Jy vain ambition (till to make them more ; (5 

Each 

VARIATION. 

far. 63. Ed. x. But ev*n in thofe. &c. 
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Each might his feveral province well command, 
Would all but ftoop to what they underftand. 

Firft follow Nature, and your judgment frame 
By her juft ftandard, which is ftill the fame : 
Unerring Nat u he, ftill divinely bright, 70 

One clear, unchanged, and univerfal light, 
Life, force, and beauty, muft to all impart, 
At once th$ fource, and end, and ted of Art. 
Art from tl^at fund each "juft fupply provides ; 
Works without (how, and without pomp prefides : 75 
In fome fair body thus th' informing foul 
With fpirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole, 
Bach motion guides, and every nerve fuftains ; 
Itfelf unifien, but in th* effects remains. 
Some, to whom Heaven in wit has been profufe, Sc 
Want as, much more, to turn it to its ufe ; 
For wit and judgment often are at ftrife, 
Though meant each other's aid, like man and wife. 
'Tis more to guide, than fpur the Mufe's fteed j 
Reftrain his fury, man provoke his fpeed : S< 

The winged courier, like a generous horfe, 
Shows moft true mettle when you check his courfe. 

-Thofe Rules of pld difcover'd, not devis'd, 

Are Nature ftill, but Nature methodised : 

Nature 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 74. 

That art is beft, which moft refembles her 5 
Which ftill prefides, yet never does appear. 

Ver. 76. —the fecret foul. 
Ver. 80. 

There are whom Heaven has bleft with (lore pf wjt, 

Yet want as much again to manage it. 
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fature, like Liberty, is but reftrain'd 90 

y the fame kws which firft herfelf ordain'd. 

Hear how learn'd Greece her ufeful rules indites, 

/hen to reprefs, and when indulge our flights $ 

igh on ParnaflW top her fons (he fhow'd, 

.nd pointed out thofe arduous paths they trod : 95 

eld from afar, aloft, th' immortal prize, 

.nd urg'd the reft by equal fteps to rife. 

ift precepts thus from great examples given, 

le drew from them what they derive from Heaven. 

he generous Critic fann'd the Poet's fire, 1 00 

nd taught the world with reafon to admire. 

hen Criticifm the Mufe's handmaid provM, 

o drefs her charms, and make her more belov'd : 

tit following wits from that intention ftray'd, 

rho could not win the miftreis, wood the maid.) J05 

gainfi the poets their own arms they turn'd, 

ire to hate mod the men from whom they learn' d. 

> modern 'Pothecaries, taught the art 

/ Doctors bills to play the Doctor's part, 

>ld in the pra&ice of mistaken rules, . no 

efcribe, apply, and call their matters fools. 

me on the leaves, of ancient authors prey, 

ar time nor moths e'er fpoil'd fo much as they : 

Some 

VARIATIONS. 

:r. 90. Ed. 1 . Nature, like Monarchy, &c. 

ar. 92. Firft learned Greece juft precepts did indite, 
When to reprefs and when indulge our flight. 

a*. 97. From great examples ufeful rules were given* 

fter ver. 104.. this line is omitted, 

Set up themfelves, and drove a feparate trade* 
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Some drily plain, without invention's aid, 

Write dull receipts how poems may be made. 115 

Thefe leave the fenfe, their learning to difplay, 

And thofe explain the meaning quite away. 

You then whofe judgment the right courfe would fleer, 

Know well each Anjcient's proper character : 

His Fable, Subjeft, fcope in every page $ i»o 

Religion, Country, genius of his Age t 

Without all thefe at once before your eyes, 

Cavil you may, but never criticize. 

Be Homer's works your ftudy and delight, 

Read them by day, and meditate by night; 1x5 

Thence form your judgment, thence your maxims bring, 

And trace the Mufes upward to their fpring. 

Still with itfelf compared, his text perufe 5 

And let your comment be the Mantuan Mufe. 

Whea 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 116. Ed. 1. Thefe loft, &c. 

Ver. 117. And thefe explained, &c. 

Ver. 123. Ed. x. You may confound, but, &c. 

Ver. 123. Cavil you may, but never criticize.] The 
Author after this verfe originally inferted the following* 
which he has however omitted in all the editions : 

Zoilus, had thefe been known, without a Name 
Had dy'd, and Perault ne'er been damn'd to fame; 
The fenfe of found antiquity had reign'd, 
And facred Homer yet been unprophan'd. 
None e'er had thought his comprenenfive mind 
To modern cuftoms, modern rules confm'd j 
Who for all ages writ, and all mankind. 

Ver. 126. Thence form your judgment, thence your no* 
tions bring* 
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When firft young Maro, in his boundlefs mind 130 
A work ? outlaft immortal Rome deugn'd. 
Perhaps he feem'd above the Critic's law, 
And but from Nature's fountains fcorn'd to. draw s 
But when t' examine every part he came, 
Nature and Homer were, he found, the lame* 135 

Convinced, aroaz'd, he checks the bolddefignj 
And rules, as Ariel his labour 1 d work confine. 
As if the Stagirite o'erlook'd each line. 
Learn hence for ancient rules a juft efteem. j 
To copy nature, is to copy them. 144 

Some beauties yet no precepts can declare, 

For there's a happinefs as well as care* 

Mafic refembles Poetry*, in each 

Are namelefs graces which no methods teach. 

And which a mafter-hind staff can react 145 

If, where the rules not far enough extend, . 

(Since, rules were made but to promote their end) 

Some lucky Licenfe anfwer to the fuU| 

Th* intent proposed, that Licenfe is a ntfe. 

Thus Pegafu8, a nearer way to take. 150 

May boidly deviate from the common track 5 

From 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 130. 
When firft young Maro fang of Kings and Wars 

Ere warning Phoebus touched his trembling ears. - 

Ver. 130. Ed. x. When firft great Maro 9 &c. 

Vtr. 136. 
Convinced, amaz'd, he checked the bold defign 1 
And did his work to rules js& ftrict confine; 

Ver, 145, .£d, 1. And yvhicha maftci't hand^ £s« 
V01.L ' •■' s --«■"-'■■■■ 
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From vulgar bounds with brave diforder.part, 

And (hatch a grace btyond the reach of art, 

Which, without paffing through the judgment, gains 

The heart, and all its end at once attains. 155 

In profpefts thus, fome objects pleafe our eyes, 

Which out of nature's common order rife, * • 

The fhapelefs rock, or hanging precipice. 

Great Wits fometimes may glorioufly offend, 

And rife to faults true Critics dare not mend. 160 

But though the Ancients thus their rules invade 

(As Kings difpenfe with laws themfelves have made) * 

Modems, beware! or, if you muft offend 

Againft the precept, ne'er tranfgrefs its end 5 

Let it be feldom, and compell'd by need : 165 

And have, at leaft, their precedent to plead* 

The Critic elfe proceeds •Hthout remorfe, 

Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 

I know there are, to whofe prefumptuous thoughts 

Thofe freer beauties, ev'n in them, feem faults. 170 

Some figures monftrous and mif-fhapM appear, 

Ccmfider'd fingly, or beheld too near, 

Which, but proportioned to their ligfct, or place*. 

Due diftance reconciles to form and grace. 

A prudent chief not always muft difplay 175 

His powers in equal ranks, and fair array, 

But 

VARIATION. 

After ver. 158. the firft edition reads, 

But care in poetry muft (till be had, 
It aiks difcretion ev'n in running mad $ 
And though the ancients, &c. 

,And what are now ver. 159, 160, followed ver. 151. 
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But with th* fcccafion and the place comply, 
Conceal his force, nay fometimes feem to fly. 
Thofe oft are ftratagems which errors feem, 
Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. 180 

Still green with bays each ancient Altar ftands, 
Above the reach of facrilegious hands 5 
Secure from Flames, from Envy's fiercer rage, 
Deftruc"ttve War, and all-involving Age. 
See from each clime the learn'd their incenfe bring ! • 
Hear, in all tongues confenting Paeans ring ! 
In praife fo juft let every voice be join'd, 
And fill the general chorus of mankind. 
Hail, Bards triumphant! born in happier days 5 
Immortal heirs of univerfal praife ) 190 

Whofe honours with increafe of ages grow, 
As ftreams roll down, enlarging as they flow j 
Nations unborn your mighty names {hall found, 
And worlds applaud that muft not yet be found 1 
O may fome fpark of your celeftial fire, 195 

The laft, the meaneft of your fons infpire, 
(That, on weak wings, from far purines your flights ; 
Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 
To teach vain wits a fcience little known, 
T* admire fuperior fenfe, and doubt their own : 200 

Of 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 178. Ed. *. 

Oft hide his force, n?.y feem fometimes to fly. 

Ver. 1 84. Ed.. 1 . Deftru&ive war, and all-devouring Age. 
Ver. 186. Ed. 1. 
Hear, in all tongues applauding Paeans ring ! 

Ver. 197. Ed. 1. Thafwith weak wings, &c. 

Ha 
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Of all the caufes which confpire to blind 
Man's erring judgment, and mifguide the mind. 
What the weak head with' ftrongeft bias rules, 
It Pride, the never-failing vice of fools. 
Whatever Nature has in worth deny'd, to$ 

She gives in large recruits of needful Pride ? 
For as in bodies, thus in fouls, we find 
What wants in blood and fpirits, rwell'd with wind: 
Pride, where Wit fails, fteps in to our defence. 
And fills up all the mighty void of fenfe. *ro 

If once right reafon drives that cloud away, 
Truth breaks upon us with refiftlefs day. 
Truft not yourfelf ; but, your defe&s to know, 
Make ufe of every friend— and every foe. 
A little learning is a dangerous thing ! »i5 

Drink deep, or taffe not the Pierian fpring t 
There fhallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 
And drinking largely fobers us again. 
Fir 'd at firft fight with what the Mufe imparts, 
In fearlefs youth we tempt the heights of Arts, 120 
While 4 , from die bounded level of our mind, 
Short views we take, nor fee the lengths behind 5 
But more advanced, behold with ftrange furpriz* 
New diftant fceaes of eadkfs fcienot rife J 



VARIATIONS. 



Ver. 219. 

Fir'd with the charms fair Science does impart, 
In fearlefs youth we tempt the heights' of Art. 

Ver. %%%. But Wore jufraac'd, rorVey, Sec. 
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So pleasM at firft the towering Alps we try, %x$ 

•Mount o'er the vales, and feem to tread the Iky, 
Th* eternal fnows appear already paft, 
And the firft clouds and mountains feem the laft : 
But, thofe attain'd, we tremble to furvey 
The growing labours of the lengthened way, 230 

Th' increafing profpe& tires our wandering eyes, 
Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps arife 1 
A perfect judge will read each work of Wit 
With the fame fpirit that its author writ : 
Survey the whole, nor. feek (light faults to find 235 
'Where nature moves, and rapture warms the mind j 
Nor lofe, for that malignant dull delight, 
The generous pleafure to be charm'd with wit. 
But, in fuch lays as neither ebb nor flow, 
Correftly cold, and regularly low, 24.0 

That, fhunning faults, one quiet tenour keep ; 
We cannot blame indeed — but we may fleep. 
In wit, as Nature, what aflfefh our hearts 
Is not th' exa&nefs of peculiar parts ; 
*Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call, 245 

But the joint force and full remit of all. 
Thus when we view fome well-proportion'd dome, 
(The world's juft wonder, and ev'n thine, O Rome f ) 

No 

VARIATION* ' 

Ver. 225. 
'.Sapleas'd at^rft the towering Alps to try, 
Filrd with ideas of fair Italy, 
The traveller beholds with chearful eyes 
The lefiening vales, and feem* to tttaA &t teft*« 

H 3 
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No fmgle parts unequally furprize, 
All comes united to th 1 admiring eyes ; 150 

No monftrous height, or breadth, or- length appear; 
The Whole at once is bold, and regular. 
Whoever thinks a faultlefs piece to fee, 
Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor e'er fhall be. 
In every work regard the writer's end, 255 

Since none can compafs more than they intend $ 
And if the means be juft, the conduct true, 
Applaufe, in fpite of trivial faults, is due. 
As men of breeding, fometimes men of wit, 
T* avoid great errors, muft the lefs commit : z6o 

Neglect the rules each verbal -Critic lays, 
For not to know fome trifles, is a praife. 
Moft Critics, fond of fome fubfervient art, 
Still make the Whole depend upon a Part : 
They talk of principles, but notions prize, 165 

And all to one lov'd folly facrifice. 
Once on a time, La Mancha's Knight, they fay, 
A certain Bard encountering on the way, 
Pifcours'd in terms as juft, with looks as fage, 
As e'er could Dennis, of the Grecian ftage ; 270 

Concluding all were defperate fots and fools, 
Who durft depart from Ariftotle's rules. 

Our 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 259. As men of breeding, oft the men of wit. • 
Ver. 265. They talk of principles, but parts they prize. 
Ver. 270. As e'er could Dennis of the laws o* th' ftage. 
Ver. 272. Ed. i. That durft, &c. 
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Our Author, happy in a judge fo nice, 

Produced his play, and begg'd the Knight' a advice.:: . 

Made him obferve the fubject, and the plot, 275 

The manners, pailions, unities 5 what not ? 

Ail which, exact to rule, were brought about, ' - 

Were but a combat in the lifts left out. - 

" What ! leave the combat out?" exclaims the Knight. 

Yes, or we muft renounce the Stagirite. 2 So 

" Not fo by heaven (he anfwers in a rage) 

** Knights, fquires, andfteeds, muft enter oh the foge." 

So vaft a throng the ftage can ne'er contain. • 

u Then build a new, or act it in a plain." 

Thus Critics, of lefs judgment than caprice, 1*5 
Curious, not knowing, not exact but nice, 
Form ftiort ideas $ and offend in arts 
(As moft in manners) by a lore to parts. 

Some to Conceit alone their tafte confine, 
And glittering thoughts ftruck out at every line ; 190 
Pleas'd with a work where nothing *s juft or fit 5 
■One glaring Chaos and wild heap of wit. 
Poets like painters, thus unflrili'd to trace 
The naked nature and the living grace, 
With gold and jewels cover every part, *$$ 

And hide with ornaments their want of art. 
True Wit is Nature to advantage drefs'd, 
. What oft was thought, but ne'er fo well exprefsM j 
Something, whofe truth convinced at fight we find, 
That gives us back the image of our mind. 300 

As 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 198. Ed. 1. 

What oft wa% thought, but ne'er before exprefs'd. 

H4 
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A needlefs Alexandrine ends the Cong, . 

That, like a wounded (hake, drags its (low length along. 

Leave fuch to tune their own dull rhytnes, and know 

What's roundly fmooth, or languifhingly flow j 

And praife die eafy vigour of a line, 366 

Where Denham's ftrength and Waller's fweetnefs join, 

True cafe in writing comes from art, not chance, 

As thofe move eafieft who have learn'd to dance. 

*Tis not enough no harfhnefs gives offence. 

The found muft feem an Echo to the fenfe : 365 

Soft is the (train when Zephyr gently blows, 

And the fmooth (beam in fmoother numbers flows ; 

But when loud furges lafh the founding more, 

The hoarfe, rough verfe (hould like the torrent roar. 

When Ajax ftrives fome rock's vaft weight to throw, 

The line too labours, and the words move (low t 

Not fo when fwift Camilla fcours the plain, 

Flies o'er th 1 unbending corn, and (kirns along the main, 

Hear howTimotheus' vary'd lays furprize, 

And bid alternate pailions fall and rife ! 375 

While, at each change, the fon of Libyan Jove 

Now burns with glory, and then melts with love $ 

Now his fierce eyes with fparkling fuiy glow, 

Now (ighs fteal but, and tears begin to flow : 

Perfians and Greeks like turns of nature found, 380 

And the world's victor flood fubdued by found I 

The power of Mufic all our hearts allow, 

And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 



Avoid 



VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 563, 364. Thefe lines are added. 
Ver. 368. But when loud bi\\cnv%> &c% 
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Avoid extremes ; and fhun the fault of fuch, 
Who ftill are pieas'd too little or too much. 385 

At every trifle fcorn to take offence, 
That always {hews great pride, or little fenfe; 
"Thofe heads, as ftomachs, are not fure the beft, 
Which naufeate all, and nothing can digeft. 
Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture move } 390 

For fools admire, but men of fenfe approve : 
As things feem large which we through mifts defcry, 
Dulnefs is ever apt to magnify. 

Some foreign writers, fome our own defpife 5 
The Ancients only, or the Moderns prize 5 395 

Thus Wit, like Faith, by each man is apply'd 
To one fmall feet, and all are damn'd betide. 
Meanly they feek the blemng to confine, 
And force that fun but on a part to mine, 
Which not alone the fouthern wit fublimes, 400 

But ripens fpirits in cold northern climes ; 
Which from the firft has (hone on ages paft, 
Enlights the prefent, and (hall warm the laft 5 
Though each may feel encreafes and decays, 
And fee now clearer and now darker days. 405 

Regard dot then if wit be old or new, 
But blame the falfe, and value ftill the true. 

Some ne'er advance a judgment of their own, 

But catch the fpreading notion of the town ; 

They reafon and conclude by precedent, 4x0 

And own ftale nonfenfe which they ne'er invent. 

Some 

variation. 
Ver. 394* Ed, i. Some the French writers, &c. 
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Some judge of authors names, not works, and then 
Jtfor praife nor blame the writings, but the men. 
Of all this fervile herd, the worft is he 
That in proud dulnefs joins with quality ; 415 

A conftant .'Critic at the great man's board. 
To fetch and cany nonfenfe for my Xord. 
What woful ftuff this madrigal would be, 
In fome ftarv'd hackney-fonneteer, or me ! 
But let a Lord once own the happy lines, 490 

How the wit brightens ! how the ftyle refines ! 
Before his iacred name flies every fault, 
And each exalted ftanza teems with thought ! 

The vulgar thus through imitation .err j 
As oft the Xearn'd by being lingular ; 415 

So much they fcorn the crowd, that if the throng 
By chance go right, they purpofely go wrong : 
$o*Schifmatics the plain believers quit, 
And are but damn'd for having too much wit* 
Some praife at morning what they blame at night } 430 
But always think the laft opinion right. 
A Mufe by fhefe is like a miftrefs us'd, 
jOFhis hour me 's idoliz'd, the next abus'd ; 
While their weak heads like towns unfortify-d, 
'Twixt fenfe and nonfenfe daily change their fide. 4*5 
Afk them the caufej they're wifer ftill, they fay ; 
And ftill to-morrow *s wifer than to-day. 



We 



VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 413. Ed. 1. Nor praife nor damn, &c. 
Ver. 428. So Schematics the dull, Sec. 



ESSAY ON CRITICISM. *o 9 

We think our fathers fools j fo wife we gjowj 
Our wifer ions, no doubt, will think us fo. 
Once School-divines this zealous ifle o'erfpread; 440 
Who knew moft fentences was deepeft read i 
Faith, gofpel, all, feenVd made to be difputed, 
And none had fenfe enough to be confuted : 
Scotifts and Thomifts, now in peace remain, 
Araidft their kindred cobwebs in Duck-lane. 445 

If Faith itfelf has different dreffes worn, 
What wonder modes in Wit fhould take their turn i 
Off, leaving what is natural and^it, 
The current folly proves the ready wit > 
And authors think their reputation fafe, 45* 

Which lives as long as fools are pleas'd to laugh. 
Some, valuing thofe of their own fide or mind, 
Still make themfelves the mcafure of mankind s 
Fondly we think we honour merit then, 
When we but praiie ourfelves in other men. 455 

Parties in Wit attend on thofe of State, 
And public faction doubles private hate* 

Pride, 

VARIATION. 

Vtv. 447. Between this and ver. 44s. 
"the rhyming Clowns that gladded Shakefpeare's ago. 
No more with crambo entertain the ftage. 
Who now in Anagrams their Patron praife, 
Or fing their Mimefs in Acroftic lays j 
Ev'n pulpits pleasM with merry puns of yore § 
Now all are banim'd to th' Hibernian fhore I 
Thus leaving what was natural and fit, 
The current folly prov'd their ready wit ; 
And authors thought their reputation fafe, 
Which liv'd as long at fotb were pieaVd tokfegb* : 
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Pride, Malice, Folly, againft Dryden rofe, 
In various fhapes of Parfons, Critics, Beaux ; 
But fenfe furviv'd, when meny jefts were paft 3 
For riling merit will buoy up at laft. 
Might he return, and blefs once more our eyes, 
New Blackmores and new Milbourns mvft arife :■ 
Nay (hould great Homer lift his awful head, * 
Zoilus again would ftart up from the dead. 
Envy will merit, as its (hade, purfue; 
But, like a fhadow, proves the fubftance true : 
For envyM Wit, like Sol eclips'd, makes known 
Th 1 oppofing body's- grofTnefs, not its own. 
When firft that fun too powerful beams difplayt, 
It draws up vapours which obfcure its rays ; 
But ev'n thofe clouds at laft adorn its way, 
Reflect new glories, and augment the day. 
Be thou the firft true merit to befriend j 
His praife is loft, who ftays till all commend. 
Short is the date* alas, of modern rhymes, 
And 'tis but juft to let them live betimes. 
No longer now that golden age appeals, 
When Patriarch-wits furviv'd a thoufand years s 
Now length of Fame (our fecond life) is loft, 
And bare threefcore is all ev'n that can boaft j 
Our fons their fathers' failing language fee, 
And fuch as Chaucer is, (hall Dryden be. 
So when the faithful pencil has defign'd 
Some bright idea of the matter's mind, 

VARIATION. 

Var.+Sf. Ed. i. gome fair idea, &c. 
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Where a new world leaps out at his command, 

And ready Nature waits upon his hand 3 

lyhen the ripe colours foften and unite, 

And fwefetly melt into juft fhade and light ; 

When mellowing years their full perfection give, 496 

And each bold figure juft begins to live, 

The treacherous colours the fair art betray, 

And all the bright creation fades away ! 

Unhappy wit, like moft miftaken things, 
Atones not for that envy which it brings, 495 

In youth alone its empty praife we boaft, 
But foon the fliort-liv'd vanity is loft : 
Like fome fair flower the early fpring fupplies, 
That gayly blooms, but ev'n in blooming dies. 
What is this Wit, which muft our cares employ r 500 
The owner's wife, that other men enjoy; 
The moft our trouble ftill when moft admir'd, 
And ftill the more we give, the more required 5 
Whole fame with pains we guard, but lofe with eafe, 
Sure fome to vex, but never all to pleafe $ 505 

Tis 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 490. Ed. 1. When mellowing time does, &c. 

Ver. 492. The treacherous colours in few years decay. 

Ver. 495. Repays not half that envy, &c. 

Ver. 498. 
Like fome fair flower that in the fpring does rife. 

Ver. 500. What is this wit that does our carts employ I 

Ver. 502. 

The more his trouble as the more admir'd ; 

Where wanted, fconfd j and envy'd where acquired j. 

Maintained with pains, but forfeited witfcafr>'&c; 
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*Tis what tfee- vicious fear* the virtuous fliun* 
By fools 'tis hated, and by knaves undone 1 
If Wit fo much, from ignorance undergo, 
Ah, let not learnjoig too commence- its foe ! 
Of old, thofc met reward*, who could excell, 
And fuch were prais'4 who but endeavour 'd well j 
Though triumphs were to generals, only due, 
Crowns were referv'd to grace the foldiers too. 
- Now, they who reach Parnaffiis 1 lofty crown, 
Employ their pains to ipurn fome others down $ 
And while felf-love each jealous writer rules, 
Contending wits become the fport of fools : 
But ftill the worft with moft regret coramo**^ 
For each ill author is as bad a friend. 
To what bafe ends, and by what abject ways, 
Are mortals urg'd through facred luft of praife I 
Ah, ne'er Jb dire a thirft of glory boaft, 
Nor in the Critic let the man be loft. 
Good-nature and good-fenfe rauft ever join * 
To err, is human $ to forgive, divine. 
. But if in noble minds fome dregs remain 
Not yet purg'd off, of fpleen and four difdain ; 
Difcharge that rage on more provoking crimes, 
Not fear a dearth in thefe flagitious times. 

VARIATIONS. 

t«f. toft. Ed. t. Too much does Wit, &c. 
Ver. 5x4. Now thofe that reach, &c. 
Ver. 519. And each, &c. 
T«. 521. Art . morJtak urg'd by facred, &c. 
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No pardon vile obfcenity mould find, 530 

Though wit and art confpire to move your mind $ 

But dulnefs with obfcenity muft prove, 

As (hameful fure as impotence in love. 

In the fat age of pleafure, wealth^ and eafe, 

Sprang the rank weed, and thriv'd with large increafe 1 

When love was all an eafy Monarch's care $ 

Seldom at council, never in a* war : 

Jilts rul'd the date, and ftatefinen farces writ ; 

Nay wits had penfions, and young lords had wit: 

The Fair fat panting at a Courtier's play, 540 

And not a maik went unimproved away 1 

The modeft fan was lifted up no more, 

And Virgins fmil'd at what they bluuYd before. 

The following licenfe of a foreign reign 

Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain $ 54,5 

Then unbelieving Priefts reformed the nation, 

And taught more pleafant methods of falvation ; 

Where Heaven's free fubje&s might their rights di/pute, 

Left God himfelf mould feem too abfolute : 

Pulpits their facred fatire learn'd to fpare, 550 

And Vice admir'd to find a flatterer there ! 

Encouraged thus, Wit's Titans bravM die ikies. 

And the prefs groan' d with licensed blafphemies. 

Thefe 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 547. The Author has here omitted the two 
following lines; as containing a National Reflection, 
which in his ftrilter judgment he could not but disap- 
prove on any People whatever : 

Then firft the Belgians' morals were extoll'd j 
We their religion- had, and they our gold. 

Vol. I. I 
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Xbefe Monfters, Critics 1 with your darts engage, 
Here point your thunder, and exhauft your rage ! 55$ 
Yet fhun their fault, who, (candaloufly nice, 
Will needs miftake an author jnto vice j 
All feems infc&ed that th* infefted fpy, 
As all looks yellow to the jaundie'd eye* 

Learn then what Morals Critics ought to (bow) 
For 'tis but half a judge's talk, to know. 
Tis not enough, tafte, judgment, learning, join; 
In all you fpeak, let truth and candour fhine : 
(That not alone what to your ferae is due 
All may allow j but fbek your friendship too, 505 

Be fi lent always, when you doubt your fen&$ 
And fpeak, though Aire, with feeming diffidence :' 
Some pofitive, perfuming fops we know, 
Who, if once wrong, will needs be always fo ; 
But you, with pleafure, own your errors paft, 570 
And make each day a critique on the laft. 

'Tift not enough your counfel ftill be true; 
Blunt truths more mi&hief than nice faliebopds do j 
Men mull be taught as if you taught them not, 
And things unknown pcopps'd as things forgot. 575 
Without good-breediF£ , truth is diftpprov'd i 
That only makes Superior fenjfe belov'4* 

Be 

VARIATIONS* 

yer. 56a. 'Tie not enough, wit, art, and learning join. 

Ver. 5*4. That not alone wkat to your judgment's duel 

Ver. 569. That if once wrong, &c. 

Ver. 575. And things ne'er known, &c, 

Ver. 576. Withoutgood*breediog truth is not approved. 
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Be niggards of advice on no pretence j 
For the worft avarice is that of fenfe. 
With mean complacence, ne'er betray your truft| 5S0 
hor be (b civil as to prove Unjuft* 
Fear not the anger of the wife to raife 5 
Thofe beft can bear reproof, Who merit praife. 

'Twere well might Critics (till this freedom take 
But Appius reddens at each word you fpeak, 585 

And ftares tremendous, with a threatening eye, 
Like fome fierce tyrant in pld tapejhy. 
Fear moft to tax an honourable fool, 
Whofe right it is, uncenfur'd, to be dull I 
Such, without wit, are Poets wfyen they pleafe> 590 
As without learning they can take degrees. 
Leave dangerous truths to unfuccefsful fatires, 
And flattery to fulfoine dedicators, 
Whom, when they praife, the world believes no mOrt 
Than when they promife to give fcribbling o'er* 595 
Tls beft fometixnes your cenfure to refrain* 
And charitably let the dull be vain 3 

Your 

HOTS. 

Ver. 5S6. And flares, tremendous, &c] This pic- 
ture was taken to himjelf by John Dennis, a funous 
old critic by profefliori, who, upon no other provocat- 
ion, wrote againft this Eflay, and its author, in a man* 
net perfectly lunatic : tot 9 as to me mention made of 
him in ver. 270. he took it as a compliment, and faid 
It WM toeJcheroufly meant to carft him ta overlook this 
A3?U& of his ferfbn. 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 597. And charitably let duty (fipoja bf vain* 
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Your filence there is better than your fpite, 

For who can rail fa long as they can write ? 

Still humming on, their drowzy courfe they keep, 600 

And laih'd fo long, like tops, are lauYd afleep. 

Falfe fteps but help them to renew the race, 

As, after (rumbling, Jades will mend their pace. 

What crowds of thefe, impenitently bold, 

In founds and jingling fyllables grown old, 605 

Still run on poets, in a raging vein, 

Ev'n to the dregs and fqueezings of the brain, 

Strain out the lad dull dropping of their fenfe, 

And rhyme with all the rage of impotence. 

Such (hamelefs Bards we have : and yet 'tis true, 610 
There are as mad, abandoned Critics too. 
The bookful blockhead, ignorantly read, 
With loads of learned lumber in his head, 
With his own tongue ftill edifies his ears, 
And always lifiening to himfelf appears. (15 

All books he reads, and all he reads aflails, 
From Dryden's Fables down to Durfey's Tales : 
With him, moft authors fteal their works, or buy j 
Garth did not write his own Difpenfary. 

Name 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 600. 

Still humming on, their old dull courfe they keep. 

NOTE. 

Ver. 619. Garth did not write, &c.1 A common 
(lander at that time in prejudice of that deferring author. 
Our Poet did him this juitice, when that (lander moft 
prevailed ; and it is now (perhaps the fooner for tail 
veiy verfe) dead and forgotten* 
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Name a new Play, and he 's the Poet's friend, 620 

Nay fliow'd his Faults— but when would Poets mend ? 

No place fo facred from fuch fops is ^arr'd, 

Nor is Paurs church more fafe than Paul's church-yard: 

Nay, fly to Altars 5 there they '11 talk you "dead ; 

For Fools rufh in where Angels fear to tread. 625 

Diftruftful fenfe with modeft caution {peaks, 

It (till looks home, and fliort excursions makes 1 

But rattling nonfenfe in full vollies breaks, 

And, never fhock'd, and never turn'd afide, 

Burfts out, refiftlefs, with a thundering tide. 630 

But where 's the man, who counfel can beftow, 
Still pleas'd to teach, and yet not proud to know ? 
Unbiafs'd, or by favour, orbyfpite; 
Not dully prepoflefs'd, nor blindly right ; 
Though learn'd, well-bred j and though well-bred, 
fincere; 635 

Modeftly bold, and humanly fevere : 
Who to a friend his faults can freely (how, 
And gladly praife the merit of a foe ? 
Bleft with a tafte exaft, yet unconnVdj 
A knowledge both of books and human kind j 640 

Generous 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 623. Between this and ver. 624. 

In vain you ihrug and fweat, and (hive to- fly t 
Thefe know no Manners but of Poetry. 
They'll ftop a hungry Chaplain in his grace, 
To treat or Unities of time and place. 

Ver. 624. Nay run to Altars, &c. 

Ver. £34. Not dully prepoflefs'd, or blindly right. 
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Generous converfe j a foul exempt from pride j 
And love to praife, with reafon on his fide ? 

Such once were Critics 5 fuch the happy few, 
Athens and Rome in better ages knew. 
The mighty Stagyrite firft left the wore, 64$ 

Spread all his fails, and durft the deeps explore $ 
He fleer' d fecurely, and difcover'd far, 
Led by the Light of the Maeonian Star. 
Poets, a race long unconnVd and free, 
Still fond and proud of favage liberty, 656 

Received his laws 5 and (food convinced 'twas fit, 
"Who conquered Nature, (hould prefide o'er Wit, 

Horace Mill charms with graceful negligence, 

And without method talks us mto fenfe, 

Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 6 ft 

The trueft notions in the eafieft way. 

He, 

VARIATIONS. 

Between ver, 64* and 649, 1 found the following lines, 
fince iuppreffed by the Author t 
That bold Columbus of the realms of wit, 
Whofe firft difcovery *s not exceeded yet, 
Led by the Light or the Maeonian Star, 
He fteer'd fecurely, and difcover'd far. 
He, when all Nature was fubdued before, 
Like his great Pupil, figh'd, and long'd for more: 
Fancy's wild regions yet unvanquiflrd lay; 
A boundlefs empire, and that own'd no fway. 
Poets, &c. 

After ver. 648. the firft edition reads, 
Not only Nature did his laws obey, 
But Fancy's boundlefs empire own'd his (way* 

Ver. 655. Dctes, like a friend, &c. 

Ver* 655, 656. Thefe lines are not in ed. x» 
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He, who fupreme in judgment, as in wit, 

rVlight boldly cenfure, as he boldly writ, 

Yet judged with coolnefs, though he fung with Are; - 

His precepts teach but what his works infpire. 66S 

Our Critics take a contrary extreme, 

They judge with fury, but they write with phlegm » ". 

Nor fuffers Horace more in wrong Tranflations 

By Wits, than Critics in as wrong Quotations. 

See Dionyfius Homer's thoughts refine, 66$ 

And call new beauties forth from every line ! \L 

Fancy and art in gay Petronius pleafe, 1 \ 

The fcholar's learning, with the courtier's eafe. 

In grave Quintilian's copious work, we find 
The j uft eft rules and clearefV method join'd t 67* 

Thus ufeful arms in magazines we place, 
All rangM in order, and difpos'd with grace, 
But lefs to pleafe the eye, than arm the hand, 
Still fit for ufe, and ready at command. 

Thee, bold Longinus t all tie Nine infpire', £75 
And blefs their Critic wkh a Poet** fire. 
An ardent Judge, who, eeafeus in hit truft, - - T 

With warmth gives ientence, yet is always jufbj .' ■•** 

Wbofc 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 668. The fcholar's learning, and the courtier's eafe. 

Ver. 67-a, Ac. .."'.,. 

Nor dros alone the curious eye to pleafe, ■ *"* • * * 
Sut tofee found, when need ttquoes,. with eafe* ' 
The Mufes fure Longinus did infpire, 
And blefs'dthek Critic with « Poet'* *rcw ; ■- 
Aatedont Judge, ttat **k>m$ kc 

14 
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Whofc own example ftrengthens all his laws ; 

And is himfelf that great Sublime he draws. 6 Jo 

Thus long fucceeding Critics juftly reign'd, 
licenfe reprefs'd/and ufeful laws ordained. 
Learning and Rome alike in empire grew ; 
And Arts ftill followed where her Eagles flew; 
From the fame foes, at laft, both felt their doom, 685 
And the. fame age faw Learning fall, and Rome. 
With Tyranny, then Superftition joined, 
As that the body, this enflav'd the mind ; 
Much was believM, but little underftood, 
And to be dull was conftrued to be good ; 690 

A fecond deluge Learning thus o'er-ran, 
And the Monks finhVd what the Goths began. 

At length Erafmus, that great injur'd name, 
(The glory of the Priefthood, and the fliame !) 
Stem'd the wild torrent of a barbarous age, 695 

And drove thofeholy Vandals off the ftage. 
- But fee,! each Mufe, in Leo's golden days, 
Starts from her trance, and trims her withered bays, » 
Home's ancient Genius, o'er its ruins fpread, 
Shakes off the duft, and rears his reverend head. 700 
Then Sculpture and her fifter-arts revive; 
Stones leapM to form, and rocks began to live ; 

With 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 6S9. All was believM, but nothing underftood. 

Between ver. 690 and 691. the Author omitted thefe 
two: 

Vain Wits and Critics were no more allowed, 
When none but Saints had licenfe to be proud. 
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ith fweeter notes each ridng Temple-rung ; . 
Raphael painted, and a Vida fung. . ^ : , 

mortal Vida : on whofe honour'*! brow 705 

le Poet's bays and Critic's ivy grow : ^ 

:mona now fhall ever boaft thy name, ..* 

i next in place to Mantua, next in fame ! . . . 

But foon, by impious arms from Latium chae'd, ; T 
teir ancient bounds the banifh'd Mufes pafs'd; 710 
ence Arts o'er all the northern world advance, 
t Critic-learning flouriih'd moft in France : 
e rules a nation, born to ferve, obeys j " * 

d Boileau ftill in right of Horace fways. .]' % , 

t we, brave Britons, foreign laws defpis'd, 71c 

,d kept unconquer'd, arid" unciviliz'd j 
rce for the liberties of wit, and bold, 
J ftill defy'd the Romans, as of old. 
: fome there were, among the founder few 
thofe who lefs prefum'd, and better knew, 71% 

10 durft affert the jufter ancient caufe, 
d here reftor'd Wit's fundamental laws, 
h was the Mufe, whofe rules and practice tell, 
lature's chief Mafter-piece is writing well." 
h was Rofcommon, not more learn'd than good, 
th manners generous as his noble blood ; 
him the wit of Greece and Rome was known, 
d every author's merit but his own. 
h late was Walfli — the Mufe*s judge and friend, 
10 juftly knew to blame or to commend 5 730 

To 

VARIATION. 

Vex. 7231 724., Thefe lines are not in ed» i. 
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To failings milcf, but zealous for defert ; 

The cleared heady and the fincereft heart. 

This humble praife, lamented made ! receive, 

This praife at leaft a grateful Mufe'may give : 

The Mufe, whole early voice you taught to ling, 7^5 

Prefcrjb'd her heights, and pruned her tender wing, 

(Her guide now loll) .no more attempts to rife, 

Sut in low numbers fliort excurfions tries : 

Content, if hence th' unlearn'd their wants may view, 

The leamM reflect on what before they knew : 740 

Carelefs of cehfure, nor too fond of fame 5 

Still pleas 'd to praife, yet not afraid to blame ; 

Kverfe alike, to Hatter or offend ; 

Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend. 
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HRROI-COMTCAL POEM. 
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Written in the Year m dcc xii . 



♦* Nbltienun, BeHxrcla, too* violate cAptUos j 
«• Scd juvtt, koc precibut me tribmft tuts." M*tYr, 






It appears by the Motto, that the following Poem to* 
written or publiftied at the Lady's requeft. But there 
are fome further circumftances not unworthy relating. 
Mr. Caryl (a gentleman who was Secretary to Queen 
Mary, wife of James II. whofe fortunes he followed 
into France, author of the Comedy of " Sir Solomon 
Single/' and of feveral translations in Dryden's 
Mifcellanies) originally propofed the fubjeft to him, 
in a view of putting an end, by this piece of ridicule, 
*%> a quarrel' that was rifen between two noble fami- 
lies, thofe of Lord Petre and of Mrs. Fermor, on the 
trifling occafion of his having cut off a lock of her 
hair- The Author fent it to the Lady, with whom 
he was acquainted j and me took it fo well as to. give 

. about copies of it. That firft (ketch (we learn from 
one of his Letters) was written in lefs than a fortnight, 
in 17 ix, in two Cantos only, and it was fo printed; 
firft, in a Mifcellany of Bern. Lin tot's, without the 

r name of the Author. But it was received foweH> 

► Aat he made it more connderable die next year, ty 
ime addition of the machinery of the Sylphs, and ex- 

-■ tended it to five Cantos. We ihall give the reader 
the pleafure of feeing in what manner thefe additions 
were mferted, fo as to feem not to be added, but to 

* grow out of the Poem. See Canto I. ver. 19, &c. 
This infertion he always efteemed, and juftly, the 
greateft effort of his (kill and art as a Poet. 
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T O 

Mrs. ARABELLA FERVOR. 

MADAM, 

IT will be in vain to deny that I have Come regard for 
this piece, fince I dedicate it to You. Yet you 
may bear me witnefs, it was intended only to divert a 
few young Ladies, who have good fenfe and good hu- 
mour enough to laugh not only at their (ex's little un- 
guarded follies, but at their own. But as it was com- 
municated with the air of a fecret, it foon found its way 
into the world. An imperfect copy having been offered 
to a Bookfeller, you had the good-nature for my fake 
to confent to the publication of one more correct : This 
I was forced to, before I had executed half my defign, 
'for the Machinery was entirely wanting to complete it. 

The Machinery, Madam, is a term invented by the 
Critics, to fignify that part which the Deities, Angels, 
or Daemons, are made to act in a Poem : For die ancient 
foets are in one refpect like many modern Ladies : let 
an action be never fo trivial in itfelf, they always make 
it appear of the utmoft importance. Thefe Machines 
I determined to raife on a very new and odd foundation, 
thejtoficrufian doctrine of Spirits. 

I know how di&greeable it is to make ufe of hard 
words before a Lady 5 but it is fo much the-ooncern of 
a Poet to have his works understood, and particularly 
by your Sex, that you muft give, me leave to explain 
two or three difficult terms. 

The Roficmfians are a people I muft bring you ac- 
quainted with, The beft account X know of them is in 

a French 
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a French book called Le Comte de Gabalis, which, both 
in its title and fize, is fo like a Novel, that many of the 
Fair Sex have read it for one by miftake. According 
to thefe Gentlemen, the four elements are inhabited by 
Spirits which they call Sylphs, Gnomes, Nymphs, and 
Salamanders. The Gnomes, or Daemons of Earth, 
delight in mifchief j but the Sylphs, whofe habitation is 
in the Air, are the beft-conditioned creatures imagin- 
able. For they fay, any mortals may enjoy the moft 
intimate familiarities with thefe gentle Spirits, upon a 
condition very eafy to all true Adepts, an inviolate pre- 
fcryation of Chaftity. 

As to the following Cantos, all the pauagesof them 
are as fabulous as the Vifion at the beginning, ox the 
Transformation at the end (except the lofs of your 
Tiair, which I always mention with reverence). Thf 
Quman perfons are as fictitious as the Airy ones \ and 
the character of Belinda, as it is now managed, i*» 
fembles you in nothing but in Beauty. 
' If this Poem had as many Graces as there are in your 
Terfon, or in your Mind, yet I could never hope $ 
mould pafs through the world half fo uncenfured as Yqb 
liave done. But let its fortune be what it will, mint 
\% happy ' enough, to have given me this occafion «f 
alluring you that I am, with the trueft efteera* 

'■ Ma ix am, 

Your moft obedient, humble fervanf, 

A. POPS. 



;. 
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T H 5 

RAPE OF THE LOCK. 

CANTO I. 

WJ" Hat dire offence from amorous caufes fprings, . 
* * What mighty contefts rife from trivial things, * 
I fing— this verfe to Caryl, Mtife ! is due i 
.This, ev'n Belinda may vouchfafe to view : 
^Slight is the fubjeft, but not fo the praife, 5 

If She infpire, and He approve my lays. 

Say what ftrange motive, Goddefs ! could compel 
A well-bred Lord t* affault a gentle Belle ? 
O fay what ftranger caufe, yet unejtplor'd, 
Could niake a gentle Belle reject a Icord ? iff 

In talks fo bold, can little men engage, 
And in foft bofoms dwells fuch. mighty rage ? 
Sol through white curtains (hoj a timorous ray, 

And ope'd thofe eyes tha* muft eclipfe the day : 

" i v NoV 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. ii, 12. It was in the firft editions, 
"And dwells ftich rage in f oftefl bofoms then, 
And lodge fiich daring fouls hi little men ? 

■¥cr. 13, &c. Stood thus m the firft edition, - 

Sol through white curtains did his beams display* * 
And ofe'dthofe eyes which brighter Jhone than they 4 
Shock juft had given himfelf the rouzing {hake, 
And Nymphs preparM their chocolate to take ; 
Thrice -the .wrought flipper knock' d againft the ground, 
And ftrlking watches the tenth, hour refouni. 
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Now lap-dogs give themfelves the rouzing (hake. 

And fleeplefs lovers, juft at twelve, awake i 

Thrice rung the bell, the flipper knock' d the grounc 

Arid the prefs'd watch return'd a filver found. 

Belinda ftill her downy pillow preft, 

Her guardian Sylph prolonged the balmy reft 

*Twas He had fummon'd to her filent bed 

Tlie morning dream that hover'd o'er her head* 

A Youth more glittering than a birth -night beau, 

(That ev'n in dumber caus'd her cheek to glow) 

Seem'd to her ear his winning lips to lay, 

And thus in whifpers faid, or feem'd to fay : 

Faireft of mortals, thou diftinguifiVd care 

Of thoufand bright Inhabitants of Air ! 

If e'er one Vifion touch thy infant thought, 

Of all the Nurfe and all the Prieft have taught; 

Of airy Elves by moonlight fhadows feen, 

The filver token, and the circled green, 

Or virgins vifited by Angel-powers, 

With golden crowns and wreaths of heavenly flower 

Hear, and believe ! thy own importance know, - 

Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 

Some fecret truths, from learned pride conceal 'd, 

To Maids alone and Children are reveal'd : 

What though no credit doubting Wits may give ? 

The Fair and Innocent (hall ftill believe. 

Know then, unnumberM Spirits round thee fly, 

The light Militia of the lower iky s 

The 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 19. Belinda ftill, &c] All the verfes from hex 
to the end of this Canto were added afterwards. 
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Thefe, though unfeen, axe ever on the wing, 

Hang o'er the Box, and hover round the Ring. 

Think what an equipage thou hail in air, 45 

And view with fcora two Pages and a Chain 

As now your own, our beings were of old, 

And once inclos'd in Woman's beauteous mould 5 

Thence, by a foft tranfition, we repair 

From earthly vehicles to thefe of air. 50 

Think not, when Woman's tranfient breath is fled, 

That alt her vanities at once are dead ; 

Succeeding vanities (he (till regards, 

And though (he plays no more, o'erlooks the cards. 

Her joy in gilded Chariots, when alive, 55 

And love of Ombre, after death furvive. 

For when the Fair in all their pride expire, 

To their firft Elements their Souls retire : 

The fprites of fiery Termagants in Flame 

^lount up, and take a Salamander's name. - 60 

Sort yielding minds to Water glide away, 

And. tip,, with nymphs, their elemental tea. 

The graver Prude {inks downward to a Gnome, 

In fearch of mifchief ftill on Earth to roam. 

The light Coquettes in Sylphs aloft repair, 65 

And fport and flutter in the fields of Air. 

Kj\ow farther yet 5 whoever fair and chafte 
Rejects mankind, is by fome Sylph embraced : 
For, fpirits, freed from mortal laws, with eafe, 
Aflume what fexes and what fhapes they pleaie* yo 

What guards the purity of melting Maids, 
In courtly balls, and midnight masquerades, 

Vol. I. . K Safe 



rs* POPE'S POEM5. 

Safe from the treacherous friend, the daring fpark, 

The glance by day, the whifper in the dark, 

When kind occafion prompts their worm defires, 75 

When mufic foftens, and when dancing fires ? 

*Tis but their Sylph, the wife Cele&als know, 

Though Honour is the word with Men below. 

Some nymphs there are, too confciou* of their face* 
For life predeftn'd to the Gnomes embrace. to 

Thefe fwell their profpe&s and exalt their pride. 
When offers are difdain'd, and love deny'd *- 
Then gay ideas croud the vacant brain, 
While Peers, and Dukes, and all their fweeping (nun, 
And Garters, Stars, and Coronets appear, 15 

And in foft founds, Your Grace falutes their ear. 
'Tis thefe that early taint the female foul, 
Inftruft the eyes of young Coquettes to roll, 
Teach infant cheeks a bidden bltrfh to know, 
And little hearts to flutter at a Beau. 99 

Oft, when the world imagine women ftray, 
The Sylphs through myftic mazes guide their way, 
Through all die giddy circle they purfue,. 
And old impertinence expel by new. 
What tender maid but muft a victim fair 95 

To one man's treat, but for another's ball f 
When Florio fpeaks, what virgin could witHbnd, 
If gentle Damon did not fqueeze her haad t 
With varying vanities, from every part, 
They fhift the moving Toy-fhop of their hearty tft? 
Where wigs with wigs, with fwoxd-knott ftmtMaoet 

ftrive y 
Beaux baniih beaux, and coaches coaches drive. 

This 
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This erring mortals Levity may call, 

Oh blind to truth! the Sylphs contrive it ail. 

Of thefe am I, who thy protection claim, tot 

A watchful (JMite, and Ariel is my name. 
Late, as I rang'd the cryftal wilds of air, 
In the clear Mirror of thy ruling Star 
I few, alas ! fome dread event impend, 
Ere to the main this morning fun defcend ; HO 

But heaven reveals not what, or how, or where : 
Warn'd by the Sylph, oh pious maid, beware 1 
This to difclofe is all thy guardian can : 
Beware of all, but moft beware of Man ! 

tie laid j when Shock, who thought fhe flept too long, 
Leap'd up, and wak'd his miftrefs with his tongue. 
Twsfe then, Belinda, if report fay true, 
Thy eyes firft open'd'on a Billet-doux $ 
Wounoe, Charms, and Ardors, were no fooner read, 
But all the Vifion vanhVd from thy head. 129 

And now, unveii'd, the Toilet ftands difplay'd, 
Each filver vafe in myftic order laid. 
Firft, rob'd in white, the Nymph intent adores, 
With head uncover'd, the Cofmetic powers* 
A heavenly Image in the glafs appears, tij 

To that fhe bends, to that her eyes fhe reaifj 
Th* inferior Prieftefs, at her altar's fide, 
Trembling, begins the facred rites of Pride. 
Unnumbered treafures ope at once, and here 
The various offerings of the world appear ; j j© 

From each (he nicely culls with curious toil, 
And decks tim Goddcfa witfc the gutteraf $ftil. 
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This cafket India's glowing gems unlocks, 

And all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 

.The Tortoife here and Elephant unite, 135 

Transformed to combs, the fpeckled and the white. 

Here files of pins extend their mining rows, 

Puffs, Powders, Patches, Bibles > Billet-doux. 

Now awful beauty puts on all its arms ; 

,The fair each moment rifes in her charms, 140 

Repairs her fmilcs, awakens every grace, 

And calls forth all the wonders of her face : 

Sees by degrees a purer blufh arife, 

And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 

The bufy Sylphs furround their darling care, 145 

Thefe fet the head, and thofe divide the hair. 

Some fold the fleeve, whilfk others plait the gown \ 

And Betty 's prai&'d for labours not her own, 

c CANTO II. 

*XJ O T with more glories in th' etherial plain, 

•*^ The Sun firfl rifes o'er the purpled main, 

Than, iffuing forth, the rival of his beams 

Launched on the bofom of the filver'd Thames. 

Eair Nymphs and well-drefs d Youths around her (hone, 

lJut every eye wa6 fix'd on her alone. 

On her white breaft a fparkling Crofs (he wore, 

Which Jews might kifs, and Infidels adore. 

Her 

VARIATION. 

' Ver. 4. Launched on the bofom] From hence the poem 
continues, in the firft edition, to ver. 46. 

The reft the winds difpers'd in empty air 3 

ail after, to the end of this Canto, being additional. 
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Her lively looks a fprightly mind difclofe, 

Quick as her eyes, and asimnVd as thofe : 10 

Favours to none, to all (he fmiles extends ; 

Oft (he reje&s, but never once offends. 

Bright as the fun, her eyes the gazers ftrike, 

And, like the fun, they (hine on all alike. 

Yet graceful eafe, and fweetnefs void of pride, 1*5 

Might hide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide : 

If to her (hare fome female errors fall, 

Look on her face, and you'll forget diem all. 

This Nymph, to die deftru&ion of mankind, 
NouriuYd two Locks, which graceful hung behind 20 
In equal curls, and well confpir'd to deck 
With mining ringlets the (mooth ivory neck. 
Love in thefe labyrinths his (laves detains, 
And mighty hearts are held in (lender chains. 
With hairy fpringes we the* birds betray, a 3 

Slight lines of hair furprize the finny prey, 
Fair trefles man's imperial race infnare, 
And Beauty draws us with a (ingle hair. 

Th' adventurous Baron the bright locks admir'd 5 
He faw, he wi(h'd, and to the prize afpir'd. 30 

Refolv'd to- win, he meditates the way, 
By force to ravifli, or by fraud betray f 
For when fuccefe a Lover's toil attends, 
Few a(k, if fraud or force attained his ends. 
" Vorthis, ere Phoebus rofe, he had implor'd 35 

Propitious heaven, and every power ador'd ; 
But chiefly Love— to Love an altar built, 
Of twelve vaft French Romances, neatly gilt. 

K a There 
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There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves ; 
£jid all the trophies of his former lovejs. 43 

With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 
And breathes three amorous fighs to ratfe the fire. 
Then proftrate flails, and begs with ardent eyes 
Soon to' obtain, and long poflefe the prize : 
The powers gave ear,' and granted half his prayer, 45 
The reft, the winds difpers'd in empty air. 
But now fecure the painted veffel glijfes, 
The fun -beams trembling on the floating tides * 
While melting mufic fteals upon the fcy, 
And foften'd found* along the waters die $ 50 

Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gently play, 
Belinda fmird, and all the world was gay. 
All but the Sylph— with careful thoughts opptgft, 
TV impending woe fat heavy on his breaft. 
lie fummons ftrak his Denizens of air $ 55 

The lucid fquadrons roundthe fails repair s 
Soft o'er the fhrowds aerial whifpers breathe^ 
That feem'd but Zephyrs to the train beneath. 
Some to the run their infect wings unfold, 
Waft on the breeze, or fink in clouds of gold j ftfr 

Tranfparent forms, too fine for mortal fight. 
Their fluid bodies half diffolv'd in light. 
Xoofe to the wind their airy garments flew, 
Thin glittering textures of the filmy dew, 
DipM in the richeft tincture of the flues, $5 

Where light difpojrts in ever-mingling dyes, 
While every beam new tranfient colours flings, 
Colours that change whene'er they wave their wings. 

Amid 
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the circle on the gilded mart, 
or by the head, was Ariel plac'd j 70 

irple pinions opening to the fun, 
s'd his azure wand, and thus begun* 
Sylphs and. Sylphids, to your chief give ear, 
Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Daemons, hear ! 
ow the fpheres, and various talks affign'd. 75 

vs eternal to th' aerial kind, 
in the fields of pureft aether play, 
>aik and whiten in the blaze of day* 
guide the courfe of wandering orbs on high, 
11 the planets through the boundleft iky. 80 

lefs refin'd, beneath the moon's pale light 
e the (tars that iboot athwart the night, 
ck the mifts in. grofler air below, 
■> their pinions in the painted bow, 
ew fierce tempefts on the wintery main, $5 

:r the glebe diftil the kindly rain. 
s on earth o'er human race preSde,/ 
h all their ways, and all their actions guide s 
efe the chief the -care of Nations own, . 
guard with arms divine the Britiih Throne. $0 
r humbler province is to tend the Fair, 
1 lefs pleating, though lefs glorious care ; 
we the powder from too rude a gale, 
et th" imprifon'd eilences exhale $ 
raw frefti colours from the vernal flowers ; 95 
eal from rainbows, ere they drop in fhowers, 
ighter waih ; to curl their waving hairs, 
t their blufhes, and infpire their airs $ 

K 4 Nav 



ij$ ■""■ POPE'S POEMS. 

Nay oft, in dreams, invention we beftow, 

To change a Flounce, or add a Furbelow. ioo 

This day, black Omens threat the brighteft Fair 
That e'er deferv'd a watchful fpirit's care j 
Some dire difafter, or by force, or (light 5 
But what, or where, the fates have wrap'd in night. 
Whether the nymph (hall break Diana's law, xo$ 

Or fome frail China- jar receive a flaw : * 
Or ftain her honour, or her new brocade ; 
Forget her prayers, or mifs a mafquerade ; 
Or lofe her heart, or necklace at a ball 5 
Or whether Heaven has doom'd that Shock muft fall. 
Halle then, ye fpirits ! to your charge repair : 
The fluttering fan be Zephyretta's care 5 
The drops to thee, Brillante, we confign 5 
And, Momentilk, let the watch be thine 5 
D & thou, Crifpiffa, tend her favorite Lock ; 115 

Ariel himfelf mail be the guard of Shock. 

To fifty chofen Sylphs, of fpecial note, 
We tiiift th* important charge, the Petticoat : 
Oft have we known that feven-fold fence to fail. 
Though ftiff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of whale \ 
Form a ftrong line about the filver bound, 
And guard the wide circumference around. - 

Whatever fpirit, carelefs of his charge, 
His poft neglects, or leaves the fair at l~rge, 
Shall feel fharp vengeance foon overtake his fins, ,125 
Be ftop'd in viols, or transfiVd with pins ; 
Or plung*d in lakes of bitter wafhes lie. 
Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye i 

Gums 
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Gums and Pomatums (hall his flight reftrain, 

While clog'd he beats his filkeh wings in vain j 13$ 

Or Alum ftyptics with contra&ing power 

Shrink his thin eflence like a fhriverd flower : 

Or, as Ixion fix'd, the wretch mail feel 

The giddy motion of the whirling Mill, 

In fumes of burning Chocolate (hall glow, 135 

And tremble at the fea that froths below ! 

He fpoke 5 the fpirits from the fails defcend 5 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend; 
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair; 
Some hang upon the pendants of her ear ; 14© 

With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of Fate. 



r- -, 



CANTO III. 

CLo s E by thofe meads, for ever crownM with flowers. 
Where Thames with pride furveys his riling towers* 
TJaere ftands a ftructure of majeftic frame, 
Which from the neighboring Hampton takes its name. 
Here Britain's ftatefmen oft the fall foredoom ,. 5 

Of foreign Tyrants, and of Nymphs at home ; 
Here thou, great Anna ! whom three realms obey, 
Doft fometimes.counfel take— and fometimes tea. 

Hither the heroes and the nymphs refort," 
To tafte a while the pleafures of a Court 5 10 



In 



VARIATION. 



Ver. 1. Clofe by thofe" meads,] The fifft edition con- 
tinues from this line to ver. *+« of this Canto. . 
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In various talk th' inftruftive hours they pair, 
yfho gave the ball, or paid the *uit laftj 
One fpeaks the glory of the Britifh Queen, 
And one defwjlies a charming Indian fcreen i 
A ihitd interprets motions, looks, and eyes ; 
At every word a reputation dies. 
Snuff, or the fan, fupply each puife of char. 
With Gnging, laughing, ogling, and aU that. 
Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day, 
The fun obliquely flioots his burning ray ; 
The hungry Judges loan the fentence fign, 
And wretches hang that Jurymen nay dine { 
The merchant from th.' Exchange returns in peat 
And the long labours of the toilet ceaie. 
Belinda now, whom thirft of fame invites, 
Burns to encounter two adventurous Knights, 
At Ombre fmgly to decide their doom ; 
And ftvells her breaft with conquefh yet to come 
8trah the three bands prepare in aims to join, 
£ach band the number of tHe facred nine. 
Soon as (he fpreads her hand, th' aerial guard 
Defend, and fit on each, important card : 



Ver. ii, 11. Originally in the firft edition, 
In various talk the ehearful hours they pair, 

' Of, who was bit, or who capotted Iaft. 
Ver. 24. And the long labours of the toilet e* 

Ail that follow! of die game at Ombre, was added 

the first edition, till ver. 105. which connected thi 
Sudden the board with cups and Ipooas is crow; 
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Firft Ariel perch'd upon a Matadore, 

Then each according to the rank the^bore f 

For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 35 

Are, as when women, wondrous fond of place* 

Behold, four Kings in majefty rever'd, 
With hoary whiikers and a forky beard ; 
And four fair Queens, whofe hands fuftain a flower, 
Th r expreflive emblem of their fofter power; 40 

Four Knaves in garbs fuccinft, a trufty band 5 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand 5 
And party- colour *d troops, a mining train, 
Drawn forth to combat on the velvet plain. 

The fkilful Nymph reviews her force with care t 45 
Let Spades be trumps 1 (he faid, and trumps they were. 

Now move to war her fable Matadores, 
In fhow like leaders of the fwarthy Moors, 
Spadillio firft, unconquerable Lord ! 
Led off two captive trumps, and (wept the board. 56 
As many more Manillio fore'd to yield, , 
And march'd a vi&or from the verdant field. 
Him Bafto followed, but his fate more hard 
Gain'd but one trump, and one Plebeian card. 
With his broad fabre next, a chief in years, j$ 

The hoary Majefty of Spades appears, 
Puts forth one manly leg, to fight reveal'd, 
The reft, his many-colour'd robe concealed. 
The rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage, 
Proves the juft vi&im of his royal rage. 60 

Ev'n mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens overthrew, 
And mow'd down armies in the fights of Lu, 

Sad 



J 






i 



14b POPE'S POEMS. 

Sad chance of war! now deftitute of aid. 
Falls undiilmguilh'd by the vi&or Spade ! 
' Thus far both antlies to Belinda yield ; 
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 
Ili a warlike Amazon her holt invades, 
Th' imperial contort of the crown of Spades. 
Tie Club's black tyrant firft her viflim dy'd, 
Spite of his haughty mien, and barbarous pride : 
What boots the regal circle on his head, 
His giant limbs in ftate unwieldy fprcad ; 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe. 
And,, of all monarch?, only gralps the globe ! 

The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace ; 
Th' embroider'd King who (hews but half his fan 
And his refulgent Queen, with powers combin'd, 
Of broken troops an cafy conqueft find. 
Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild, dlforder Teen, 
With throngs promifcuous (how the level green. 
Thus when difbers'd a routed army runs, 
Of Afia's troops, and Afjic's fable Ions, 
With like confufion different nations fly. 
Of various habit, and of various dye. 
The piere'd battalions difunited fall, 
In heaps on heaps ; one fate o'erwhelms them all. 

The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 
And wins (oh lhameful chancel) the Queen of Hf 
At this, the blood the virgin's cheek Jorfook, 
A livid pa tenefs fpreads o'er all her look ; 
She fees, arid trembles at th' approaching ill, 
Jult in the'jaws of ruin, and Codille. 
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And now (as oft in fome diftemper'd ftate), 
.Ob one nice .trick depends the general fate, 
An Ace of Hearts ftcps forth : the King unfeen 95 
Lurk'd in her hand, and mourn'd his captive Queen : 
He fprings to yengeance with an eager pace, 
And falls l\ke thunder on the proftrate Ace. 
The Nymph exulting fills with fhouts the iky ; 
The walls, the woods, and long canals reply. 109 

O thoughtlefs mortals ! ever blind to fate, 
Too foon dejected, and too foon elate. 
Sudden, thefe honours fhall be fnatch'd away, 
<Aod curs'd for ever this victorious day. 

For lo ! the board with cujfc and fpoons is crown'd, 
Tht berries crackle, and the mill turns round : 
On fliining Altai's of Japan they raife . 
The filver lamp 5 the fiery fpirits blaze : 
From diver fpouts the grateful liquors glide, 
While China's earth receives the fmoaking tide : no 
At once they gratify their fcent and tafle, 
And frequent cups prolong the rich repaft. 
Strait hover round the Fair her airy band ; , 

Some, as me fipp'd, the fuming liquor fanned, 
Some o'er her lap their careful plumes difplay'd, 11$ 
Trembling, and confcious of the rich brocade. 
Coffee (which makes the politician wife, 
And fee through all things with his half-fhut eyes) 

Sent 

VARIATION. 

. Ver. 105. Sudden the board, &c] From hence the 
firft edition continues to ver. 134. 
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Sent up in vapours to the Baron's brain 
New ftratagerat, die radiant Lock to gain. 
•Ah ceafe, rafli yooth I dfefift ere 'tis too late, 
Fear the jufl Gods, and dunk of Scylla's rate I 
Chang'd to a bird, and fent to flit in air, 
Sbe dearly pays for Kifoa' injur'd hair ! 

But when to mifchief mortal) bend ihefr will, 
Sow Toon they find fit inftnrments of iil ? 
Juft then, ClariBa drew with tempting grace 
A two-edg'd weapon from her (hitting cafe : 
So ladies, in Romance, affift their knight, 
Prefent the fpear, and" arm him for the fight. 
Me takes the gift with reverence, and extends 
The little engine on his fingers ends ; 
This juft behind Belinda's neck he fpread, 
As o'er the fragrant Reams Ihe bends her head. 
Swift to the Lock a thoufand Sprites repair, 
A thoufand wings, by turns, blow back the hair ; 
And thrice they twitch'd the diamond in her car} 
Thrice Ihe look'd back, and thrice the foe drew I 
Juft in that inftant, anxious Ariel fought 
The dole recefTcs of the Virgin'! thought ; 

VAUATIOHB. 

Vcr . 1 34. In die fir ft edition it was thus 1 , 
As o'er the fragrant ftream (he bends her head, 
Firft he expands the glittering forfex wide 
T' inclofe the Lock j then joins it to divide 1 
The meeting points the facred hair dilfever. 
From the fair head, for ever and for ever. Ver, 

All that 11 between was added afterward*. 
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Ass on the nofegay in her breaft reclined, 

He watch'd th* ideas rifing in her mind, ' 

Sudden he view'd, in fpite of all her art f 

An earthly lover lurking at her heart. 

Amaz'd, confus'd, he found his power expir'd, 24.5 

Refign'd to fate, and with a figh retired. 

The Peer now ipreads the glittering forfex wide, 
T* inclofe the Lock ; now joins it, to divide. 
Ev*n then, before the fatal engine clos'd, 
A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos'd > 15* 

Fate urg'd the iheers, and cut the Sylph in twain 
(But airy fabftance fbpm unites again), 
The meeting points the facred hair diffever 
From the fair head, for ever, and for ever! 
. Then flafh'd the living lightning from her eyes, 15! 
And fcreams of horror rend th* affrighted ikies. 
Not louder fhrieks to pitying heaven are caft, 
When huibaajls, or when lap-dogs, breathe mm laft I ■ 
Or when rich China veflek fall'n from high, 
In glittering duft and painted fragments lit ! i*» 

Iftt wreaths of triumph now my temples twine 
(The Victor cry'd), the glorious Pise is mine! 
While fiii in ftreams, or birds delight in air, 
Or in a coach and fix the Britiih Fair, 
As long at Atalantis wall be read, if 5 

Or the fmall pillow grace a Lady's bed* 
While vifits mall be paid on folemn days, 
When numerous wax-lights in bright order blaze, 
White nymphs take treats, or amgnations give, 
So long my honour, name, and prate, fotli live 1 1 70* 

What 
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What Time would fpare, from Steel receives its date, 

And monuments, like men, fubmit to fate I 

Steel could the labour of the Gods deftroy, 

And ftrike to duft th' imperial towers of Troy $ 

Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 175 

And hew triumphal arches to the ground. - 

What wonder then, fair Nymph ! thy hairs fhould feel 

The conquering force of unrefifted fteel ? 

CANTO IV. 

BUT anxious cares' the penfive Nymph opprefs*d, 
And fecret paflions laboured in her breaft. 
Not youthfuhkmgs in battle feiz\i : alive, 
Not fcornful. virgins who their charms furvive, 
Mot ardent lovers robb'd of all their blifs, - 5 

Not ancient ladies when refus'd a kifs, 
Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 
Not Cynthia when Tier manteau*s pinn'd ajrry, 
E'er felt fuch rage, refentment, and defpair, 
As thou, fad Virgin ! for thy ravifiVd Hair. 10 

For, that fad moment, when the Sylphs withdrew, 
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 

Umbrid, 

VARIATION*. 

Ver. 11. For, that fad moment, &c] All the lines 
from hence to the 94th verfe, defcribe the houfe of 
Spleen, and are not in the firft edition ; inftead of then 
followed Qnly .thefe : 

While her rack'd Soul repofe and peace requires, 
The fierce Thaleftris fans the rifing fires. 

and continued at the 94th verfe of this Canto. 
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Umbriel, a dulky, melancholy fprite, 

As ever fully'd the fair face of light* 

Down to the central earth, his proper fcene, 15 

Repair* d to fearch the gloomy Cave of Spleen. 

Swift on his footy pinions flits the Gnome, 
And in a vapour reach'd the difmal dome. 
No chearful breeze this fullen region knows, 
The dreaded Eaft is all the wind that blows. 20 

Here in a grotto, fhelter'd clofe from air, 
And fcreen'd in (hades from day's detefted glare, 
She fighs for ever on her penfive bed, 
Pain at her fide, and Megrim at her head. 

Two handmaids wait the throne : alike in place* 35 
But differing far in figure and in face. 
Here flood Ill-nature like an ancient maid, 
Her wrinkled form in black and white array'd ; 
With ftore of prayers, for mornings, nights, and noons, 
Her hand is fill'd j her bofom with lampoons, 30 

There affectation, with a fickly mien, 
Shows in her cheek the rofes of eighteen, # 

Practised to lifp, and hang the head afide, 
Faints into airs, and languifhes with pride, 
On the rich quilt finks with becoming woe, 3$ 

Wrapt in a gown, for fickneis, and for fhow. 
The fair-ones feel fuch maladies as thefe, 
When each new night-drefs gives a new difeafe. 

A conftant Vapour o'er the palace flies ; 
Strange phantoms rifing as the inifts arife j 40 

Dreadful, as hermits dreams in haunted fhades, 
Or bright, as vifions of expiring maids. 

Vol. I. L I 
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Now glaring fiends, and fnak.es on rolling fpires, 
Pale fpe&res, gaping tombs, and purple fires : 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elyfian fcenes, 45 

And cryftal domes, and Angels in machines. 

Unnumber'd throngs on every fide are feen, 
Of bodies chang'd to various forms by Spleen. 
Here living Tea-pots ftand, one arm held out. 
One bent ; the handle this, and that the (pout ; 50 

A Pipkin there, like Homer's Tripod, walks ; 
Here fighs a jar, and there a goofe-pye talks ; 
Men prove with child, as powerful fancy works, 
And maids, turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 

Safe paft the Gnome through this fantaftic band, 55 
A branch of healing Spleen-wort in his hand, 
Then thus addrefs'd the Power— Hail, wayward Queen ! 
Who rule the fex to fifty from fifteen : 
Parent of vapours, and of female wit, 
Who give the hyfteric, or poetic fit, 60 

On various tempers act by various ways, 
Make fome take phytic, others fcribble plays 5 
Who caufe the proud their vifits to delay, 
And fend the godly in a pet to pray. 
A Nymph there is, that all thy power difdains, 65 

And thoufands more in equal mirth maintains. 
But, oh ! if e'er thy Gnome could fpoil a grace, 
Or raife a pimple on a beauteous face, 
Like Citron-waters matrons cheeks inflame, 
Or change complexions at a lofing game j 70 

If e'er with airy horns I planted heads, 

Or nunplcd petticoats* or tumbled beds, 

Or 
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Or caus'd fufpicion when no foul was rude, 

Or difcompos'd the head-drefs of a Prude, 

Or e'er to coftive lap-dog gave difeafe, 75 

Which not the tears of brighteft eyes could eafe : 

Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin. 

That fmgle aft gives half the world the fpleen. • 

The Goddefs with a difcontented air 
Seems to reject him, though (he grants his prayer, to 
A wonderous bag with both her hands (he binds, 
Like that where once Ulyfles held the winds j 
There (he collects the force of female lungs, 
Sighs, fobs, and paffions, and the war of tongues. 
A Vial next (he fills with fainting fears, 8$ 

Soft forrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 
The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 
Spreads his black wings, and (lowly mounts to day. 

Sunk in Thaleftris' arras the Nymph he found, 
Her eyes dejected, and her hair unbound. 9* 

Full o'er their heads the fwelling bag he rent, 
And all the Furies iflued at the vent. 
Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, 
And fierce Thaleftris fans the rifing fire. 
O wretched maid ! (he (pread her hands, and cry'd, 95 
(While Hampton's echoes, wretched maid ! reply'd) 
Was it for this you took fuch conftant care 
The bodkin, comb, and eflence, to prepare ? 
For this your locks in paper durance bound, 
For this with torturing irons wreath'd around ? xoo 
For this with fillets ftrain'd your tender head, 
And bravely bore the double loads of lead ! 

L z Gods J 
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Gods ! fhall the ravifher difplay your hair, 

While the Fops envy, and the Ladies ftare ! 

Honour forbid ! at whole unrivaTd fhrine 105 

Eafe, pleafure, virtue, all our lex refign. 

Methinks already I your tears furvey, 

Already hear the horrid things they fay, 

Already fee you a degraded toaft, 

And all your honour in a whifper loft ! jio 

How fhall I, then, your helpiefs fame defend ? 

'Twill then be infamy to feem your friend! 

And fhall this prize, the ineftimable prize, 

Expos' d through cryftal to the gazing eyes, 

And heighten'd by the diamond's circling rays, x 15 

On that rapacious hand for ever blaze I 

Sooner fhall grafs in Hyde-park Circus grow, 

And wits take lodgings in the found of Bow ! 

Sooner let earth, air, fea, to Chaos fall, 

Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, perifh all ! no 

She faid j then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 
And bids her Beau demand the precious hairs : 
(Sir Plume of amber fnuff-box juftly vain, 
And the nice conduct of a clouded cane) 
With earneft eyes, and round unthinking face, 115 
He firft the fnuff-box open'd, then the cafe, 
And thus broke out " My Lord, why, what the 

" devil ? 
" Z— ds ! damn the Lock I 'fore Gad, you muft be 

"civil! 
" Plague on't! 'tis pall a jeft— nay pr'ythee, pox ! 
«< Give her the hair"— he fpoke, jmd rapp'd his box. 

If 



THE RAPE OF THE LOCK. 149 

It grieves me much (reply'd the Peer again) 
Who fpeaks fo well mould ever fpeak in vain, 
But by this Lock, this facred Lock, I fwear, 
(Which never more fhall join its parted hairs 
Which never more its honours mall renew, 135 

Clipp'd from the lovely head where late it grew) 
That while my noftrils draw the vital air, 
This hand, which won it, mail for ever wear- 
,Hefpoke, and, fpeaking, in proud triumph fpread 
The long-contended honours of her head. 140 

But Umbriel, hateful Gnome ! forbears not fo 5 
He breaks the Vial whence the forrows flow. 
Then fee I the Nymph in beauteous grief appears, 
.Her eyes half-languifliing, half-drown'd in tears 5 
On her heav'd bofom hung her drooping head, 145 

Which, with a figh, me rais'd $ and thus fhe faid : 

For ever curfed be this detefted day, 
Which fnatch'd my beft, my favorite curl away* 
Happy ! ah ten tames happy had I been, 
If Hampton-Court ttiefe eyes had never feen ! 1 50 

Yet^am not I the firft miftaken maid 
By love of courts to numerous ills betray'd* 
Oh had I rather uiiadmir'd remain'd 
In fome lone ifle, or diftant northern land $ 
Where the gilt Chariot never marks the way, 155 

Where none learn Ombre, none e'er tafte Bohea ! 
There kept my charms conceaTd from mortal eye, 
Like rofes, that in deferts bloom and die; 
What movM my mind with youthful Lords to roam ? 
Oh I hadiftayM, and (aid my prayers at home ! 160 

L % »Twas 
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*Twas this, the morning omens feem'd to tell, 

Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-box fell j 

The tottering China fliook without a wind. 

Nay Poll fat mute, and Shock was moft unkind ! 

A Sylph too warn'd me of the threats of Fate, j6j 

In myftic vifions, now believed too late I 

See the poor remnants of thefe flighted hairs ! 

My hands (hall rend what ev'n thy rapine fpares J 

Thefe in .two fable ringlets taught to break, 

Once gave new beauties to the fnpwy neck j 17a 

The fifter-lock now fits uncouth, alone, 

And in its fellow's fate forefees its own ; 

Uncurl'd it hangs, the fatal flieers demands, 

And tempts, once more, thy facrilegibus hands. 

Oh hadft thou, cruel ! been content to feize 175 

Hairs lefs in fight, or any hairs but thefe ! 

CANTO V. 
rHE faid : the pitying audience melt in tears ; 
*•? But F,ate and Jove had ftopp'd the Baron's ears. 
In vain Thaleftris with reproach aflails, 
For who can move when fair Belinda fails ? 
Not half fo fix'd the Trojan could remain, 3 

While Anna begg'd and Dido rag'd in vain. 
Then grave Clarifla graceful way'd her fan $ 

Silence enfued, and thus the Nymph began. 

Say, 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 7. Then grave Clarifla, &c] A new Character 
introduced in the fubfcquent editions, to open more 
clearly the Moral of the Poem, in a Parody of the 
fpeecb of Sarpedon to Glaucus in Homer. 
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Say, why are Beauties prais'd and honour'd moft, 
The wife man's paflion, and the vain man's toaft ? 10 
Why decked with all that land and fea afford, 
Why Angels calTd and Angel-like adored ? 
Why round our coaches crowd the white-gloved Beaux, 
Why bows the fide-box from its inmoft rows ? 
How vain are all thefe glories, all our pains, 15 

Unlefs good fenfe preferve what beauty gains : 
That men may fay, when we the front-box grace, 
Behold the firft in virtue as in face ! 
Oh ! if to dance all night and drefs all day, 
Charm'd the (mall-pox, or chac'd old age away 5 20 
Who would not (corn what houfewife's cares pro- 
duce, 
Or who would learn one earthly thing of ufe ? 
To patch, nay ogle, may become a Saint, 
Nor could it fure be fuch a fin to paint. 
Hutfince, alas! frail beauty muft decay, *5 

Curl'd or uncurlM, fmce Locks will turn to grey $ 
Since painted, or not painted, all wall fade, 
And ftie who fcorns a man, muft die a maid $ 
What then remains, but well our power to uie, 
And keep good-humour ftili, whate'er we lofe r 3^0 

And truft me, Dear ! good-humour can prevail, 
When airs, and flights, and fcreams, and fcolding 

fail. 
Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll ; 
Charms ftrike the fight, but merit wins the foul. 

So fpoke the Dame, but no applaufc enfued } . 35 

Belinda f row&'d, Thaieftri* calTd ber Fmder 

• 1, 4 . »,!■■.. To 
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To arms, to arms ! the fierce Virago cries, 

And fwift as lightning to the combat flies. 

All fide in parties, and begin th* attack 5 

Fans clap, filks ruftle, and tough whalebones crack ; 

Heroes and Heroines ihouts confufedly rife, 

And bafs and treble voices (hike the ikies. 

No common weapon in their hands are found, 

Like Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 

So whep bold Homer makes the Gods engage, 45 
And heavenly breath with human paffions rage ; 
•Gainft Pallas, Mars 5 Latona, Hermes arms j 
And all Olympus rings with loud alarms ; 
Jove's thunder roars, heaven trembles all around, 
Blue Neptune dorms, the bellowing deeps refound : 50 
Earth makes her nodding towers, the ground gives way, 
Aiyl the pale ghofts ftart at the flam of day ! 

Triumphant Umbriel on a fconce's height 
flapp'd his glad wings, and fate to view the fight : . 
Prop'd on their bodkin-fpears, the Sprites furvey 55 
The growing combat, or aflift the fray. 

While through the prefs enrag'd Thaleftris flies, 
And fcatters death around from both her eyes, 
• A Beau and Witling peruVd in the throng, 
One dy'd in metaphor, and one in fbng. 60 

" O cruel 

VARIATIONS. 

Ver. 37. To arms, to arms!] From hence the fifft 
edition goes on to the Conclufion, except a very few fhort 
infertiohs added*, to keep the Machinery in view to the 
end of the poem. 

Ver. 5 V'lTriumphant Umbriel} Thefe four lines add- 
ed, for the reafon before-mentioned. 
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cc O cruel Nymph ! a living death I bear," 
Cry'd Dapperwit, and funk befide his chair, 
A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards caft, 
€€ Thofe eyes are made fo killing*'— was his lad. 
Thus on Meander's flowery margin lies 65 

TIT expiring Swan, and as he fings he dies. 

When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarifla down, 
Chloe ftep'd in, and kilTd him with a frown j 
She fmil'd to fee the doughty hero (lain, 
But, at her {mile, the Beau revived again. 70 

Now Jove fufpends his golden fcales in air, 
Weighs the Mens wits againft the Lady's hair 5 
The doubtful beam long nods from fide to fide ; 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs fubfide. 

See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, 75 

With more than ufual lightning in her eyes : 
Nor fear'd the Chief the unequal fight to try, 
Who fought no more than on his foe to die. 
But this bold Lord with manly ftrength endued, 
She with one finger and a thumb fubdued : So 

Juft where the breath of life his nofhils drew, 
A charge of Snuff the wily virgin threw 5 
The Gnomes direct, to every atom juft, 
The pungent grains of titillating duft. 
Sudden, with ftarting tears each eye o > erflows, S| 

And the high dome re-echoes to his nofe* 

Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cry'd, 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her fide. 
(The fame, his ancient perfonage to deck, 
Her great-great-grandfire wore about hie neck, 9* 

In 
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In three feal-rings ; which after, melted down, 
Form'd a vaft buckle for his widow's gown : 
Her infant grandame's whiftle next it grew, 
The bells me jingled, and the whiftle blew 5 
Then in a bodkin graced her mother's hairs, 
Which long fhe wore, and now Belinda wears.) 

Boaft not my fall (he cry'd) infulting foe ! 
Thou by fome other flialt be laid as low. 
Nor think, to die dejects my lofty mind : 
_ A-H that I dread is leaving you behind ! 1 

Rather than fo, ah let me ftill furvive, 
And burn in Cupid's flames— but burn alive. 
Reftoje the Lock, fhe cries ; and all around 
Reftore the Lock ! the vaulted roofs rebound. 
. j^ot fierce Othello in fo loud a ftrain 2 

" Roar'd for. the handkerchief that caus'd his pain. 
But fee how oft ambitious aims are crofs'd, 
And chiefs contend till all the prize is loft I 
The Lock, obtain' d with guilt, and kept with pain, 
,Xn every place is fought, but fought in vain : : 

With fuch a prize no mortal muft be bleft, 
So heaven decrees ! with heaven who can conteft ? 
Some thought it mounted to the Lunar fphere, 
Since all things loft on earth are treafur'd there. 
, There Heroes wits are kept in ponderous vafes, : 
" And Beaux in fnufF-boxes and tweezer-cafes. 
There broken vows and death-bed alms are found, 
And lovers hearts with ends of ribband bound. 
The courtier's promifes, and fick man's prayers, 
.Xhe (miles, of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 1 

Ca 
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?ages for gnats, and chains to yoak a flea, 
)ryM butterflies, and tomes of cafuiftry. 

But tnift the Mufe — fhe faw.it upward rife, 
Though mark'd by none but quick, poetic eyes s . 
So Rome's great founder to the heavens withdrew*. .' 
To Proculus alone confefs^d in view) 
^ fudden Star, it ftibt through liquid air, 
Ind drew behind a radiant trail of hair, 
lot Berenice's Locks firft rofe fo bright, 
Hie heavens belpangling with difhevel'd light. 536 

The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies, 
Ind pleas'd purfue its progrefs through the flues. 

This the Beau-monde (hall from the Mall furvey, 
Ind hail with mufic its propitious ray. 
This the bleft Lover fhall for Venus take, 13$ 

bid fend up vows from Rofamonda's lake. 
This Partridge foon fhall view in cloudlefs ikies, 
Vhen next he looks through Galilaeo's eyes ; 
ind hence th' egregious wizard fhall foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 140 

Then ceafe, bright Nymph ! to mourn thy ravifh'd 

hair, 
Vhich adds new glory to the mining fphere ! 
Jot all the trefles that fair head can boaft, 
hall draw fuch envy as the Lock you loft. 

For, 

VARIATION. 

Ver. 131. The Sylphs behold] Thefe two line* 
dded for the fame reafon, to keep in view the Ma* 
binery of the Poem, 
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For, after all the murders of your eye, 145 

When, after millions (lain, yourfelf fhall die ; 
When thofe fair funs fliall fet, as fet they mull, 
And all thofe treffes fhall be laidin duft, 
This Lock, the Mufe fhall confecrate to fame, 
And 'midft the ftars inferibe Belinda's name. 150 
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E L E G 

TO THE MEMORY OF AN 

JNFORTUNATE LADY. 

VHAT beckoning ghoft, along die moon-light 
(hade, 
vites my fteps, and points to yonder glade ? 
is lhe '.—but why that bleeding bofom gor'd, 
Try dimly gleams the vifionary fword ? 
1 ever beauteous, ever friendly ! tell, jj 

it, in heaven, a crime to love too well ? 
j bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 
o aft a Lover* s or a Roman's part ? 
there no bright reverfion in the Iky, 
>r thofe who greatly think, or bravely die T fa 

Why bade ye elfe, ye Powers ! her foul afpire 
bove the vulgar flight of low defire ? 
mbition firft fprung from your bleft abodes j 
he glorious fault of Angels and of Gods : 
hence to their images on earth it flows, 1 5 

lid in the breafts of Kings and Heroes glows, 
[oft fouls, 'tis true, but peep out once an age, 
ull fullen prifoners in the body's cage : 
tm lights of life, that burn a length of years, 
felefs, unfeen, as lamps in fepulchres ; ftO 

ike Eaftern Kings a lazy ftate they keep, 
aid, clofe confined to their own palace, deep. 

From 
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From thefe perhaps (ere Nature bade her die} 
Fate fnateh'd her early to the pitying iky. 
As into air the purer fpirits flow, 25 

And feparate from their kindred dregs below; 
So flew the foul' to its congenial place, 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her race. 

But thou* falfe guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou, mean deferter of thy brother's blood ! 30 

See on thefe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Thefe cheeks, now fading at the blaft of death ; 
Cold is that breaft which warm'd the world before, 
And thofe love-darting eyes muft roll no more. 
T^ius, if eternal Juftice rules the ball, 35 

Thus fhall your wives, and thus your children fall* 
On all the line a fudden vengeance waits, 
And frequent herfes fhall befiege your gates ; 
There paflengers fhall (land, and pointing fay, 
(While the long funerals blacken all the way) 40 

Lo ! thefe were they, whofe fouls the Furies fteel'd. 
And curft with hearts unknowing how to yield* 
Thus unlamented pafs the proud away, 
The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day ! 
So perifh all, whofe breaft ne'er leaned to glow 45 
For others good, or melt at others woe. 

What can atone (oh ever-injur'd (hade !) 
Thy fate unpity'd, and thy rites unpaid r 
No friend's complaint, no kind domeftic tear 
Pleafed thy pale ghoft, or graced thy mournful bier a 5ft 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were closM, 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs composed, 

By 
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By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn'd,. 

By (bangers honour^ and by ftrangers mournM ! 

What though no friends in fable weeds appear, 55 

Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 

And bear about the mockery of woe 

To midnight dances, and the public (how ? 

What though no weeping Loves thy aihes grace, 

Nor poliuYd marble emulate thy face ? Co 

What though no facred earth allow thee room, 

Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o*er thy tomb ? 

Yet (hall thy grave with riling (lowers be drefsM, 

And the green turf lie lightly on thy bread : 

There (hall the morn her earlieft tears beftow, 65 

There the (irft rofes of the year (hall blow $ 

While Angels with their filver wings o'er/hade 

The ground now facred by thy reliques made. 

So, peaceful refts, without a done, a name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 79 
How lov'd, how honoured once, avails thee fot, 
To whom related, or by whom begot ; 
A heap of dull alone remains of thee, 
*Tis all thou art, and all the proud (hall be ! 

Poets themfelves muft fall, like thofe they lung, 75 

Deaf, the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 

Ev'n he, whoie foul now melts in mournful lays, 

Shall (hortly want the generous tear he pays ; 

Then from his doling eyes thy form (hall part, 

And the laft pang (hall tear thee from his heart, 8a 

Life's idle bufinefs at one gafp be o'er, 

The Mule forgot, and thou belgv'd no more ! 

PRO- 
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PROLOGUE 

T O 

Mr. ADDISON'S TRAGEDY 

O F 

C A T O. 

TO wake the foul by tender ftrokes of art, 
To raife the genius, and to mend the heart ; 
To make mankind in confcious virtue bold, 
Live o'er each fcene, and be what they behold : 
For this the Tragic Mufe firft trod the ftage, 5 

Commanding tears to ftream through every age j 
Tyrants no more their favage nature kept, 
And foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept. 
Our author ihuns by vulgar fprings to move 
The hero's glory, or the virgin's love 5 10 

In pitying Love, we but our weaknefs mow, 
And wild Ambition well deferves its woe. 
Here tears mall flow from a more generous caufe, 
Such tears as Patriots fhed for dying Laws : 
He bids your breafts with ancient ardour rife, 15 

And calls forth Roman drops from Britifti eyes. 
Virtue confefs'd in, human fhape he* draws, 
What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was : 
No common objeft to your fight difplays, 
But what with pleafure Heaven itfelf furveys, *• 

A brave 
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A brave man ftruggling in the ftorms of fate, 

And greatly failing with a falling ftate. 

While Cato gives his little Senate laws, 

What bofom beats not in his Country's caufe ? 

Who fees him a&, but envies every deed f ft 5 

Who hears him groan, and does not wifti to bleed ? 

Ev'n when proud Caefar 'niidft triumphal cars, 

The fpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 

Ignobly vain, and impotently great, 

Show'd Rome her Cato's figure drawn in ftate ; 30 

As her dead father's reverend image pair, 

The pomp was darkened, and the day o'erdaft ; 

The triumph ceas'd, tears guuYd from every eye ; 

The world's great Vi&or pafs'd unheeded by ; 

Her laft good man dejected Rome ador'd, 35 

And honour'd Csefar's lefs than Cato's fword. 

Britons, attend : be worth like this approv'd, 
And (how, you have the virtue to be mov'd. 
With honeft fcorn the firft fam'd Cato view'd 
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom fhe fubdued $ 
Your fcene precarioufly fubfifts too long 
On French tranflation, and Italian fong. 
Dare to have fenfe yourfelves 5 aflert the ftage, 
Be juftly warm'd with your own native rage : 
Such plays alone mould win a Britdfh ear, 4.5 

As Cato's felf had not difdain'd to hear. 
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EPILOGUE 

T O 
Mr. ROWE'S JANE SHORE. 

DESIGNED FOB. MRS. OLDFIELD. 

pRo d ic ioxi s this I the Frail-one of our Flay 

* From her own fex fhould mercy find to-day t 

You might have held the pretty head afide, 

Peep'd in your fan*, been ferious, thus, and cry'd, 

The Play may pafs— but that faange creature, Shore, 

I can't— indeed now— I fo hate a whore !— 

Juft as a blockhead rubs his thoughtlefs lhull, 

And thanks his ftars he was not bom a fool j 

So from a filter (inner yon (hall hear, 

** How Arangely you expofe yourfelf, my dear 1™ is 

But let me die, all raillery apart. 

Our if x are ftill forgiving at thtir heart ; 

And, did not wicked cuftom lb contrive. 
We'd be the beft, good-natur'd things alive. 

There are, 'tis true, who tell another talc, I 5 

That virtuous ladies envy while they rail ; 
Such rage without betrays the lire within ; 
In fome clofe corner of the foul, they fin ; 
Still hoarding up, mod fcaadaloufty nice, 
Amidit their vinues a referre of vice. to 

The godly dame, who flefhly failings damns, 
Scolds with her maid, or with her chaplain crams. 

Would 
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Would you enjoy foft nights, and folid dinners ? 
Faith, gallants, board with faints, and bed with finners. 
Well, if our Author in the Wife offends, »5 

He has a Hufband that will make amends : 
He draws him gentle, tender, and forgiving, 
And Aire fuch kind good creatures may be living. 
In days of old they pardon'd breach of vows, 
Stem Cato's felf was no relentlefs fpoufe : 30 

Plu — Plutarch, what's his name, that writes his life ? 
Tells us, that Cato dearly lov'd his wife : 
Yet if a friend, a night or fo, fhould need her, 
He'd recommend her as a fpecial breeder. 
To lend a wife, few here would fcruple make, 35 

But, pray, which of you all would take her back ? 
Though with the Stoic Chief our Stage may ring. 
The Stoic Hufband was the glorious thing. 
The man had courage, was a fage, 'tis true. 
And lov'd his country— but what's that to you ? 40 
Thofe ftrange examples ne'er were made to fit ye* 
But the kind cuckold might inftruft the City : 
There many an honeft man may copy Cato, 
Who ne'er faw naked fword, or look'd in Plato* 

If, after all, you think it a difgrace, 45 

That Edward's Mifs thus perks it in your face; 
, To fee a piece of failing flefh and blood, 
In all the reft fo impudently good ; 
Faith let the modeft Matrons of the town 
Come here in crowds, and ftare the ftrumpet down. 50 

M % SAP- 
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SAPPHO 

T O 

P H A O N. 

SA Y, lovely youth, that doft my heart command 
Can Phaon' s eyes forget his Sappho's hand ? 
Muft then her name the wretched writer prove, 
To thy remembrance loft, as to thy love ? 
Alk not the caufe that I new numbers chufe, 
The lute negle&ed, and the Lyric Mufe 5 
Love taught my tears in fadder notes to flow, 
And txm'd my heart to Elegies of woe. 
I burn, I burn, as when through ripen'd corn 
By driving winds the fpreading flames are borne* 
Phaon to Etna's fcorching fields retires, 
While I confame with more than Etna's fires ! 



TpCqiriD, ut mfpe&a eft ftudio&e Httera dextrae, 
-*— ' Protiiras eft oculis cognita noftra tuts ? 
An, nifi legifles au&oris nomina Sappbus, 

Hoc breve nefcires unde movetur opus > 
Forfitan et quare mea fint alterna requiras 

Carmina, cum lyricis fun magis apta modis. 
Flendus amor meus eft : elegei'a fiebile carmen > 

Noa facit ad lacrymas barbitos ulla mea&. 
Uror, ut, indomitis ignem exercentibus Euris, 

Fertilis accenfis meflibus ardet ager. 
Arva Phaon. celebrat diverfa Typhoi'dos JEtnac, 

Mt calor ^Etnaeo non minor igne coquit. 
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No more my foul a charm in mufic finds, 

Mufic has charms alone for peaceful minds. 

Soft fcenes of folitude no more can pleafe, 15 

Love enters there, and I'm my own difeafe. 

No more the Lefbian dames my paflion move, 

Once the dear objects of my guilty love $ 

All other loves are loft in only thine, 

Ah, youth ungrateful to a flame like mine 1 20 

Whom would not all thofe blooming charms furprize, 

Thofe heavenly looks, and dear deluding eyes ? 

The harp and bow would you like Phoebus bear, 

A brighter Phoebus Phaon might appear 5 

Would you with ivy wreathe your flowing hair, 25 

Not Bacchus' felf with Phaon could compare : 

Yet Phoebus lov'd, and Bacchus felt the flame, 

One Daphne warm'd; and oae the Cretan dame j 

Nymphs 

Nee mihi, difpofitis quae jungam carmina nervis, 

Proveniuntj vacuae carmina mentis opus. 
Nee me Pyrrhiades Methymniadefve puellae, 15 

* Nee me Lefbiadum caetera turba juvant. 
Vilis Ana&orie, vilis mini Candida Cydno : 

Non oculis grata eft Atthis, ut ante, meis 5 
Atque aliae centum, quas non fine crimiae amavi ; 

Improbe, multarum quod fuit, unus habes. 20 

• Eft in te facies, funt apti lufibus anni. 

O facies oculis infidiofa meis ! 
Sume fidem et pharetram j fies manifeftus Apollo ; 

Accedant capiti cornua $ Bacchus eris, 

M 3 
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Nymphs that in verfe no more could rival me, 

Then ev'n thofe Gods contend in charms with thee. 3$ 

The Mufes teach me all their fofteft lays, 

And the wide world refounds with Sappho's praife. 

Though great Alcseus more fublimely fmgs, 

And ftrikes with bolder rage the founding firings, 

No lefs renown attends the moving lyre, 35 

Which Venus tunes, and all her Loves infpire ; 

To me what nature has in charms deny'd, 

Is well by wit's more lafting flames fupplyM. 

Though fhort my ftature, yet my name extends 

To heaven itfelf, and earth's remoteft ends. 40 

Prown as I am, an Ethiopian dame 

Infpir'd young Pprfeus with a generous flame $ 

Turtles and doves of differing hues unite, 

And glofiy jet is paired with fining white, 

■ If 

Et Pfrcebus Daptmen, etGjiofida Bacchus amavit j 

Nee horat lyricos ilia, yel ilia modos. 39 

At mihi Pegafides blaridiflima carmina dic"rant$ 

Jam canitur totfc nbmen in orbe meum. 
Nee plus Alcaens, confors patriaeque lyraeque, 

Laudis habet, quamvis grandius ille fbnet. 
Si mihi dilRcilis formam natura negavit 5 35 

Ingenio formae damna rependo meae f 
Sum brevis 5 at nomen, quod terras impleat omnet, 

Eft mihi 5 menforam nominis ipfa fero. 49 

Candida fi non Aim, placuit Cepheia Perfeo 

AnJromede, patriae fufca colore fuae : 
Et variis albae junguhtur faepe corambae, 

Et niger a viridj turtur amatur ave. 
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If to no charms thou wilt thy heart reflgn, 45 

But fuch as merit, (uch as equal thine, 

JJy none, alas ! "by none thou canft be mov'd: 

Phaon alone by Phaon muft be lov'd ! 

Yet once thy Sappho could thy cares employ, 

Once in -her arms you centered all your joy : 50 

No time the dear remembrance can remove, 

For, oh ! how vaft a memory has love ! 

My Mufic, then, you could for erer hear, 

And all my words were mufic to your ear. 

You ftopp'd with kuTes my enchanting tongue, 55 

And found my kifles fweeter than my fong* 

In -all I pleas'd, but nioft in what was beft $ 

And fh"e laft joy was dearer than the reft. 

Then with each word, each glance, each motion fiYd, 

You ftill enjoyM, and yet you ftill defied, 60 

Till all diflblving in the trance we, lay, 

And in tumultuous raptures dy'd away. 

The 

Si, nifi quae facie peterit te digna videri, 45 

Nulla futura tua eft 5 nulla fatura tua «ft. 
At me cum legeres, etiam formofe videbar 5 

Unam jurabas ulque decere loqui. 
Cantabam, memini (meminerunt omnia amantes) 

Ofcula cantanti tu mihi rapta dabas. 50 

Haec quoque laudabas ; omnique a parte placebam* 

Sed turn praecipue, cum fit amoris opus. 
Tunc te plus folito lafcivia noftra juvabat, 60 

Crebracjue mobilitas, aptaque verba joco j 

M4 
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The fair Sicilians now thy foul inflame ; 
Why was I bom, ye Gods I a Lelbicn dame f 
But ah, beware, Sicilian nymphs ! nor boaft 
That wandering heart which I fo lately loll ; 
Nor be with all thole tempting words abus'd, 
Thofe tempting words were all to Sappho us'd. 
And you that rule Sicilia's happy plains. 
Have pity, Venus, on your poet's pains ! 
Shall fortune Hill in one fad tenor run, 
And full increafe the woes fo (bon begun ? 
Inur'd to forrow from my tender years, 
My parent's afhes drank my early tears i 

Quique, ubi jam amborum fuerat confufa volupia 

Plurimus in taffo corpore languor erat. 
Nunc tibi Sicelides vcnhuit nova praeda puellae ; 

Quid mihi cum Lefbo ? Sicelis effe volo. 
At vos erronem tellu're rtmittite noftnun, 

Niiiadet matrei, Nifiadefque minis. 
Neu vos decipiant blandae mendacia linguae i 

Quae dicit vobis, dixerat ante mihi. 
Tu quoque quae mpntes celebras, Erycina, Steal 

(Nam tua fum) vati confute, diva, tuae. 
An gravis inceptum peragit fortuna tenorem ! 

Et manet in curfu temper acerba fuo r 
Sex mihi natales ierant, cum le£ta parentis 

Ante diem lacrymas offa bibere raeas. 
Arfit inops frater, victus meretrieis amore; ■ 

MilUque cum turpi damna pudore tulit. 
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My brother next, negle&ing wealth and fame, 75 

Ignobly burn'd in a deftru&ive flame : 

An infant daughter late my griefs increased, 

And all a mother's cares diftraft my breaft. 

Alas, what more could fate itfelf impofe, 

But thee, the laft and greateft of my woes ? 80 

No more my robes in waving purple flow, 

Nor on my hand the fparkling diamonds glow ; 

No more my locks in ringlets cuiTd diffufe 

The coftly fweetneft of Arabian dews, . 

Nor braids of gold the varied trefies bind, 85 

That fly diforder'd with the wanton wind : 

For whom mould Sappho ufe fuch arts as thefe ? 

He's gone, whom only fhe defir'd to pleafe ! 

Cupid'* 

Fa&us inops agili peragit freta coerula remo : 75 

Quaique male, amifit, nunc male quaerit opes : 
Me quoque, quod monui bene multa fideliter, odit. 

Hoc mihi libertas, hoc pia lingua dedit. 
£t tanquam defint, quae me fine fine fatigent, 

Accumulat curas filia parva meas. So 

Ultima tu noftris accedis caufa querelis : 

Non agitur vento noftra carina fuo. 
Ecce jacent collo fparfi fine lege capilli 5 

Nee premit articulos lucida gemma meos. 
Vefte tegor vili : nullum eft in crinibus aurum J 85 

Non Arabo nofter rore capillus olet. 
Cui colar infelix ? aut cui placuiffe laborem ? 

Hie mihi cultus unicus au&or abeft 
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Cupid's light darts my tender bofom mov€, 

Still is there caufe for Sappho ftill to love : 90 

So from my birth the Sifters fiVd my doom, 

And gave to Vemis all my life to come ; 

Or, while my Mufe in melting notes complains, 

My yielding heart taeps meafure to my drains. 

By charms like thine which all tfry foul have won, 95 

Who might not— ah ! who would not be undone ? 

For thofe Austora Ccj&aJus might fcorn, 

And with frefli blufhes paint die conscious mom. 

For thofe might Cynthia lengthen Phaoif s fleep, 

And, bid Endymion nightly tend Ws titeej}. too 

Venus rbr thofe had rapt dice to the Ikies, 

But Mars on thee might look with Venus' eyes. 

* O fcarce 

Molle meam leviba* cor eft vidlabile telis ; 

Etfettpercaufa-dt, cur ego femper afflem. 90 

Sive ha nafcenti legem dixere forbres, 

Nee data funt vitae fila fevera riieaC ; 
Sive abeumVftudia in mores, artefque^ magiftrae, 

Ingenium nobis molle Thalia ficit. 
Quid minim, fi me prrmae lanugims aetas 95 

Abftulit, atque anni, quos vir amare poteft ? 
Hunc ne pro Cephalo rapcres, Aurora, timebam : 

Et faceres 5 fed te prima rapina tenet. 
Hunc fi Confpiciat, quae confpicit omnia, Phoebe; 

Julius erit fomnos continuare Phaon. 10© 

Hunc Venus in coelum curru vexiflet ebuxno j 

Sed videt et Marti pofle placere fuo, 
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O fcarce a youth, yet fcarce a tender boy ! 

© ufeful time for lovers to employ ! 

Pride of thy age, and glory of thy race, 16$ 

Come to thefe arms, and melt in this embrace ! 

The vows you never will return, receive 5 

And take at leaft the love you will not give. 

See, while I write, my words are loft in tears ! 

The lefs my fenfe, the more my love appears. i 10 

Sure 'twas not much to bid one kind adieu 5 

(At leaft to feign was never hard to you !) 

Farewell, my Leibian love, you might have faidj 

Or coldly thus, Farewell, oh Lefbian maid ! 

No tear did you, no parting kifs receive, 115 

Nor knew I then how much I was to grieve. 

No lover's gift your Sappho could confer, 

And wrongs and woes were all you left with her. 

No 

O nee adhuc juvenis, nee jam pu6f ! utilis aefas ! 

O decus, atque aevi gloria magna tui ! 
Hue ades, inque finus, formofe, relabere noftrds : 165 

Non ut ames pro, verum ut amare finas. 
Scribimus, et lacrymis oculi rorantur abortis : 

Afpice, quaro fit in hoc multa litura loco. 
Si tam certus eras hinc ire, modeftius iflfes, 116 

Et modo dixifles : Lefbi puella, vale. 
Non tecum lacrymas, non ofcula fumma tulifti j 

Denique non timui, quod doKtura fui. 
Nil de te mecum eft, nifi tantum injuria t nee tu, 

Admoncatquod te, pignut amantis babes. 



i 7 * P O P R*S POEMS. 

No charge I gave you, and no charge could give, 

But this, Be mindful of our loves, and live. 120 

Now by the Nine, thofe powers ador'd by me, 

And Love, the God that ever waits on thee, 

When firft I heard (from whom I hardly knew) 

That you were fled, and all my joys with you, 

Like fome fad ftatue, fpcechlefs, pale I flood, 125 

Grief chill'd my bread, and ftoppM my freezing blood j 

No figh to rife, no tear had power to flow, 

Fix'd in a fhipid lethargy of woe : 

But when its* way th' impetuous paflion found, 

I rend my trefles, and my breaft I wound $ 130 . 

I rave, then weep > I curfe, and then complain j 

Now fwell to rage, now melt in tears again. 

Not fiercer pangs diftraft the mournful dame, 

Whofe firfb-born infant feeds the funeral flame* 

My 

Non mandata dedi ;. neque enim mandata dedifTem 

Ulla, nifi ut nolles immemor efle mei. 120 

Per tibi, qui nunquam longe difcedat, Amorem, 

Perque novem juro, numina noftra, Deas ; 
Cum mihi nefcio quis, Fugiunt tua gaudia, dixit: 

Nee me flere diu, nee potuifTe loqui : 
Et lacrymae deerant oculis, et lingua palato : 

Aftri&um gelido frigore pectus erat. 
Poftquam fe dolor invenit ; nee pe&ora plangi, 

Nee puduit fciffis exululare comis : 
Non aliter quam fi nati pia mater adempti 

Portet ad extru&os corpus inane rogos. 
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My fcornful brother with a fmile appears, 135 

Infults my woe9, and triumphs in my tears, 
His hated image ever haunts my eyes j 
And why this grief ? thy daughter lives, he cries. 
Stung wkh my love, and furious with defpair, 
All torn my garments, and my bofom bare, 140 

My woes, thy crimes, I to the world proclaim j 
Such in confident things are love and fhame ! 
*Tis thou art all my care and my delight, 
My daily longing, and my dream by night : 
O night, more pleafing than the brighteft day, 145 

When fancy gives what abfence takes away, 
And, drefsM in all its vifionary charms, 
Reftores my fair deferter to my arms I 
Then round your neck in wanton wreath* I twine, 
Then you, methinks, as fondly circle mine : 150 

A thoufand 

Gaudct et e noftro crefcit moerore Charaxus 135 

Frater ; et ante ocuios itque reditque meos. 
Utque pudenda mei videatur caufa doloris ; 

Quid dolet haec ? certe filia vivit, ait. 
Non veniunt in idem pudor atque amor : omne videbat 

Vulgus ; eram lacero pectus aperta finu. 14© 

Tu mihi cura, Phaon j te fomnia noftra reducunt ; 

Somnia formofo candidiora die. 
Illic te invenio, quanquam regionibus abfis ; 145 

Sed non longa fatis gaudia fomnus habet. 
Saepe tuos noftra cervice onerarc lacertos, 
- Saepe tuae videor fuppofuuTe meo»« 150 
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A thoufand tender words I hear and fpeak ; 

A thoufand melting kifTes give, and take s 

Then fiercer joys, I blufh to mention thefe, 

Yet, while I blufh, cooieis how much they pleafe. 

But when, with day, the fweet delufions fly, 155 

^.nd all things wake to life and joy, but I, 

As if once more forfaken, I complain, 

And clofe my eyes to dream of you again : 

Then frantic rife, and like fome Fury rove 

Through lonely plains, and through the filent grove, 

As if the filent grove, and lonely plains, 

That knew my pleafures, could relieve my paint. 

I view the Grotto, once the fcene of love, 

The rocks around, the hanging roofs above, 

That 

<■. . ■ # 

Blandior interdum ; verifque fimillima verba 

Eloquor 5 et vigilant fenfibus ora meis. 
Ofcula cognofco 5 quae tu committere linguae, 

Aptaque confu$ras accipere, apta dare. 
Ulteriora pudet narrare 5 fed omnia fiunt, 

Et juvat, et fine te non libet effe mihi. 
At cum fe Titan oftendit, et omnia fecum 5 155 

Tarn cito me fomnos deftituhTe queror. 
Antra nemufque peto, tanquam nemus antraque pro- 
fmt. 160 

Confcia deliciis ilia fuere tuis. 
Blue mentis inops, ut quam furialis Erichtho 

Impulit, in collo crine jacente feror. 
Antra vident oculi fcabro pendentia topho, 

Quae mihi Mygdonii marnioris inftar erant# 
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That charm'd me more, with native mofs b'ergrown, 

Than Phrygian marble, or the Parian (tone. 

I find the (hades that veii'd our joys before; 

But, Phaon gone, thofe (hades delight no more. 

Here the prefs'd herbs with bending tops betray 

Where oft entwin'd in amorous folds we lay 5 170 

I kifs that earth which once was prefVd by you, 

And all with tears the withering herbs bedew. 

For thee the fading trees appear to mourn, 

And birds defer their fongs till thy return t 

Night (hades the groves, and all in filence lie, 175 

All but the mournful Philomel and 1 : 

With mournful Philomel I join my (bain, 

Of Tereus (he, of Phaon I complain* 

A fpring 



■*»•«• 



Invenio fylvam, quae faepe cubilia nobis 165 

Praebuit, et multa texit opaca coma. 
At non invenio dominum fylvaeqae, meumque. 

Vile folum locus eft : dos erat ille loci. 
Agnovi preflas noti mihi cefpitis herbas 1 170 

De noftro curvum pondere gramen erat. 
Incubui, tetigique locum qua parte fuifti^ 

Grata prius lacrymas combibit herba meas. 
Quinetiam rami pofitis ltigere videntur 

Frondibus ; et nullae dulce queruntur aves. 
Sola virum non ulta pie moeftiflima mater 175 

Concinit Ifmarium Paulias ales Ityn. 
Ales Ityn, Sappho defertos cantat ajnores 1 

Ha&emis* ut media cattera. nofte (font* 
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A fpring there is, whofe filvcr waters (how, 
Clear as a glafs, the ftiining fands below j ito 

A flowery Lotos fpreads its arms above, 
Shades all the banks, and feems itfelf a grove j 
Eternal greens the moffy margin grace, 
Watch'd by the fylvan genius of the place. 
Here as I lay, and fwell'd with tears the flood, . 184 
Before my fight a watery Virgin ftood : 
She ftood and cry'd, " O you that love in vain ! 
" Fly hence, and feek the fair Leucadian main. 
" There ftands a rock, from whofe impending fteep 
" Apollo's fane furveys the rolling deep ; 190 

*' There injur'd lovers leaping from above, 
" Their flames extinguiih, and forget to love. 
*' Deucalion once with hopelefs fury burn'd, 
'•' In vain he lov'd, relentlefs Pyrrha fcorn'd : 
" But when from hence he plung'd into the main, 195 
" Deucalion fcorn'd, and Pyrrha lov'd in vain. 

" Hafte, 

. — 

Eft nitidus, vitroque magis perlucidus omni, x8o 

Fons facer 5 hunc multi numen habere putant. 
Quern fupra ramos expandit aquatica lotos, 

Una nemus 5 tenero cefpite terra viret. 
Hie ego cum laflbs pofuiflem fletibus artus, 185 

Conftitit ante oculos NaVas una meos. 
Conftitit, et dixit, " Quoniam non ignibus aequis 

" Ureris, Ambracias terra petenda tibi. 
" Phoebus ab excelfo, quantum patet, afpicit setjuor: 

" A&iacum populi Leucadiumque vocirrt. 
u Hinc fe Deucalion Pyrrhae fuccenius amore 

tl M&t* et illaefo corpore preffit aquas • 195 



I 
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*' Hafte, Sappho, hafte, from high Leucadia throw 

" Thy wretched weight, nor dread the deeps below l w 

She fpoke, and vaninYd with the voice— I rife, 

Atid filent tears fall trickling from my eyes. 200 

I §°*> >' e Nymphs ! thofe rocks and feas to prove 5 

How much I fear, biit ah, how much I love ! 

I go, ye Nymphs, where furious love infpiretf j 

Let female fears fubmit to female fires. 

To rocks and feas I fly from Phaon's hate, 205 

And hope from feas and rocks a milder fate. 

Ye gentle gales, beneath my body blow* 

And foftly lay me on the waves below! 

And thou, kind Love, my (inking limbs fuftais* 

Spread', thy foft wings, and waft me o'er the main, 

Nor Jet a lover's death the guiltlefs flood propharie ! 

** Nee mora : verfus Amor tetigit lentiflima Pyrrhae 

t€ Peftora 5 Deucalion igne levatus erat. 
«' Hahc legem locus ille tenet, pete protinus altam 

" Leucada 5 nee faxo defiluiffe time.' 4 
Ut mondit, cum voce abiit. Ego frigida forgo t 206 

Nee gravidae lacrymas continuere genae. 
Ibimus, O Nymfha*, mxmftrataque faxa peteftnis. 

Sit procul infano villus amore timor. 
Quicquid erit, melius quam min<J erit : atira, fubitb. " 

Et mea non magnum corpora pondus Jiabent. 
Tu quoque, mollis Amor, pennas fupporie cadehti : 
■ Ne fim Lucadiae mortua crimen aquae. 
Inde chetyn Phoebo communia munera ponaih : 

Et fub ea verfus uhus et alter- erutft. 
Vol. I. N 
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On Phoebus' flirine my harp V\i then beftow, 
And this Inicription fhall be placed below. 
" Here we who iung, to him that did infpire, 
** Sappho to Phoebus confecrates her Lyre 5 si 5 

" 'What fujts with Sappho, Phoebus, fuits with thee; . 
« The gift, the giver, and the God agree/* 
But why, alas, relentlefs youth, ah why 
To diftant feas muft tender Sappho fly ? 
Thy charms than thoie may-far more powerful be, sso 
And Phoebus* (elf is lefs a God to me. 
Ah ! canft thou doom me to the rocks and fea, 
O far more faithkfs and more hard than they r 
Ah! canft thou rather fee this tender breaft 
DauVd on mefe rocks than to thy bofom prefs'd ? 4*5 
This breaft which once, in vain ! you lik'd 4b well s . 
Where the Loves play'd, and where the Mules dwell. 

Alasl 

u Grata lyram pofui tibi, Phoebe, poetria Sappho « 

" Convenit ilia mihi, convenit ilia tibi.'* 
Cur tamen AcHacas miferam me minis ad ora*» 

Cum profugum poflis ipfe referre pedem r 
Tu mihi LeucacKa potes eft* falubrior unda 1 as* 

Et forma et mentis tu mihi Phoebus trig. 
An potes, & fcopulis undaque ferocior ilia, 

Si moriar, tituium mortis habere meae r 
At quanta melius jungi mea pe&ora tecum, 

Quam poterant faxis praecipitanda dari 1 %t$ 

Haec funt ilia, Phaoa, quae tu laudarc ibkbas i 

Vifaque funt toties ingeniofa tibi* 
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Alas ! the Mufes now no move infpirc, 

Untun'd my lute, and filent is my lyre ; 

My languid numbers have forgot to flow, mjo 

And fancy finks beneath a weight of woe. 

Ye Lefbian virgins* and ye Leibian dames, 

Themes of my verfe* and objects cf my flames* 

No more your groves with my glad fongs mail ring, 

No more thefe hands ihall touch the trembling ftring 1 

My Phaon 's fled, and I thof&.sxta refign, 

(Wretch that I am, to call that Phaon mine !). 

Return, fair youth, returns and bring along 

Joy to my foul, and vigour, to my fang : 

Abfent from thee, the Poet's dame expires j 14* 

But ah! how fiercely burn the Layer's fires ? * 

Gods ! can no prayers, no figha, noyiuinbers, move 

One lavage heart, or teach it haw to love r 

The 

Nunc veilem facunda forent : dolor arribus oblhrt j 

Ingeniumque meis fubftkit onme malic. 
Non mihi refpondent veteres in carmina vires. 130 

Plectra dolore tacent t mtita dolore ryra eft. 
Leibides aequoreae, nupturaque nuptaque proles $ 

Lefbides, Aeolia nomina di&a lyra 5 
Leibides, jnfamem quae me feeiftis amataej 

Definite ad citharat tvrbft venire meat. 
Abftulit omne Phaon, quod vobts ante placebat. 435 

(Me miferam ! dixi quam modo pene, meus 1) 
Efficite ut redeat t vates quoque vefba redibit. 

Ingenio vires ille dat, Hie captt* I40 

Ecquid ago precibus ? pecruihe agrefte movetur? 

An riget ? et Zephyri verba caduca ferunt? 

N a 
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The winds my prayers, my fighs, my numbers bear, 

The flying winds have loft them all in air ! '245 

Oil when, alas! fhall more aufpicious gales - 

To thefe fond eyes reftore thy welcome fails ? / 

If you return*- ah why thefe long delays ? 

Poor Sappho dies while cardefs Phaon ftays. 

O launch thy bark, nor fear the watery plain ; 250 

Venus for thee fhall fmooth her native main. 

O launch thy bark, fecufe of profperous gales j 

Cupid for thee (hall fpreftd trie fwelling faik. 

If you will fly— (yet ah ! what caufe can be, 

Too cruel youth, that you fhould fly from me ?) 255 

If not from Phaon I muft hope for eafe, 

Ah let me feck it from the raging ieas : 

To raging feas unpity'd 1*11 remove, 

And either ceafe to live, or ceafe to love ! 



Qui mea verba ferunt, vellem tua vela referrent. 

Hocte, fifaperes, lente, decebatopus. 
Sive redis, puppique tuae vetiva parantur 

Munera j quid laceras pe&ora noftra mora ? 
Solve ratem : Venus otfa mari, mare praeftat eunti. 

Aura dabit curfum 5 tu modo folve ratem. 
Ipfe gubernabit reddens id puppe Cupido: 

Ipfe dabit tenera vela legetque manu. 
Sive juyat longe fugifle Pelafgida Sappho j 
" (Non, tamen invenies, cur ego digna fugsu) 255 
£0 faltem miferae, Crudelis, epiftola dicat* 
c Vt raihi Leucadiae fatapetantur aquae.] 

ELOTSA 
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ARGUMENT. 

ABELARD and Eloifa flourifhed in the twelfth 
Century^ they were two of the moft diftinguiihed 
perfons of their age in learning and beauty, but for 
nothing more famous than for their unfortunate paf- 
fion. After a. long ceurfe of calamities, they retired 
each to a feveral Convent, and confecrated the re- 
mainder of their days to religion. It was many years 
after this reparation, that a letter of Abelard's to a 
Friend, which contained the hiftory of his misfor- 
tune, fell into theiiands of Eloifa. This awakening 
all her tendernefs, occafioned thofe celebrated letters 
(out of which the following is partly extracted) 
which give fo lively a picture of the ftruggle* of 
grace and nature, virtue and paffion. 
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E L O I S 

TO 

B E L A R D. 

IN thefe deep folitudes and awfal cells, 
Where heavenly penfive contemplation dwells, 
And ever-mufing melancholy reigns-; 
What means this tumult in a VeftaTs veins * 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this laft retreat? 3 

Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat ? 
Yet, yet I love !— From Abelard it came. 
And Eloifa yet muft kifs the name. 

Dear fatal name ! reft ever unreveaFd, 
Nor pais thefe lips in holy filence fealM : 10 

Hide it, my heart, within that clofe difguife, 
Where, mix'd with God's, his lov'd idea lies : 
O write it not, my hand— the name appears 
Already written—- warn it out, my tears ! 
In vain loft Eloifa weeps and prays, 1 5 

Her heart ftill dictates, and her hand obeys. 

Relentlefs walls 1 whofe darkfome round contains 
Repentant iighs, and voluntary pains : 
Ye rugged rocks ! which holy knees have worn ; 
Ye grots and caverns ihagg'd with horrid thorn ! 20 
Shrines ! where their vigils pale-eyed virgins keep, 
And pitying faints, whofe ftatues learn to weep ! 
Though cold like you, unmov'd and filent grown, 
I^iave not yet forgot myferf to ftone. 

N+ All 
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All is not Heaven's while Abelard has part, 15 

Still rebel Nature holds out half ray heart ; 
Nor prayers nor fafts its ftubborn pulfe re drain, 
Nor tears for ages taught to flow in vain. 

Soon as thy letters trembling I unclofe, 
That well-known name awakens all my woes. 30 

Oh name for ever fad ! for ever dear ! 
Still breath'd in fighs, ftill u(her d with a tear. 
I tremble too, where'er my. own I find, 
Some dire misfortune follows clofe behind. 
X*ine after line my guftiing eyes o'erflow, 35 

Led through a fed variety of woe : 
Now warm in love, now withering in my bloom, 
Loft in a convent's folitary gloom ! 
There ftern Religion quench'd th' unwilling flame, 
There dy'd the beft of paflions, Love and Fame. 40 

Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join. 
Griefs to tjiy griefs, and echo fighs to thine, 
Nor foes nor fortune take this, power away ; 
And is my Abelard lefs kind than they ? 
Tears ftill are mine, and thofe I need not fpare, - 45 
Love but demands what elfe were fhed in prayer j 
No happier talk thefe faded eyes purfue j 
To read and weep is all they now can do. 

Then (hare thy pain, allow that fad relief; 
Ah, more, than fliare it, give me all thy grief, 5a 

Heaven firft taught letters for fome wretch's aid, 
Some banifiVd lover, or fome captive maid 5 
They live, they fpeak, they breathe what love infpires, ■ 
Warm from the foul, and faithful to its fires. 

The 
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The virgin's wifh without her fears impart, 5s 

Excufe the blufh, and pour out all the heart. 

Speed the foft intercourfe fix>m foul to foul, 

And waft a figh from Indus to the Pole. v 

Thou know'ft how guiltlefs firft I met thy flame, 
\Yhen ]^ove approach'd me under Friendship's name ( . 
My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, 
Some emanation of th' All-beauteous Mind. 
Thofe fmiling eyes, attempering every ray, 
Shone fweetly lambent with celeftial day. 
Guiltleft I gaz'd 5 heaven liften'd while you fung5 , 65 
And truths divine came mended from that tongue. 
From lips like thofe what precept fail'd to move ? 
Too foon they taught me 'twas no fin to love : '. *. 

Back through the paths of pleating fenfe I ran* 
^Jor wifti'd an Angel whom I lov'd a Man. 76 

Dim and remote the joys of faints I fee 5 
Nor envy them that heaven I lofe for thee. 

How oft, when prefs'd to marriage* have I find, 
Curfe on. all laws but thofe which love has made ! 
J-eye, free as air, at fight of human ties, - 75 

Spreads his light wings, and in a moment flies. . 

Let wealth, let honour, wait the wedded dame, 
Auguft her deed, and facred be her fame 5 
Before true paflion all thofe views remove, 
Fame, wealth, and Honour I what are you to Love ? 8o< 
The jealous God, when we prophane bis fires, 
Thofe reftlefs paflions in revenge infpires, 
And bids them make miftaken mortals groan, 
Who feek in love for aught but lave alone. • . 

Should 



its T OP E'S P OEM S. 

Should at my feet the world's great matter fall, {5 

Himfelf, his throne, his world, Td fcorn them all : 
Not Caefar's emprefs would I deign to prove $ 
No, make me miftrefs to the man I love. 

If there be yet another name more free, 
More fond than miftrefs, make me that to thee i 90 
O ! happy ftate ! when fouls each other draw, 
When love is liberty, and nature law : 
All then is full, ponefling, and poflefs'd, 
No craving void left aching in the breaft t 
Ev'n thought meets thought, ere from the lips it part, 
And each warm wifh fprings mutual from the heart. 
This iure is blifs (if blifs on earth there be) 
And once the lot of Abelard and me. 

Alas, how chang'd ! what fudden horrors rife ! 
A naked lover bound and bleeding lies ! 100 

Where, where was Eloife ? her voice, her hand, 
Her poynard had oppos'd the dire command. 
Barbarian, ftay! that bloody (broke reftrain $ 
The crime was common, common be the pain* 
I can no more - r by fliame, by rage fupprefsM, 105 
J#et tears and burning blulhes fpeak the reft. 

Canft thou forget that fad, that fojemn day, 

When victims at yon altar's foot we lay ? 

fcanft thou forget what tears that moment fell, 

Wheii, warm in youth, I bade the world farewell ? no 

As with cold lips I kifs'd die facred veil, 

The fhrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale: 

Heaven fcarce bdievM the Conqueft it rarvey'd, 

And 6aints with, wonder heard the vows I made. 

Yet 
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ien, to thofe dread altars as I drew, 115 

a the croft my eyes were fix -d, but you t 
i-ace, or ses4, lore only was my call, 
f I lofe thy love, I lofe my alh 
J with tl^y looks, thy words, relieve my woe; 
ftill at leaft are left thee to beftow. nt> 

n that braaft enamour d let me lie, 
rink delicious poifon from thy eye, 
>n thy lip, and to thy heart be prefs'd 5 
dl thou caiuWand let me dream the reft. 
o? inftruA me other joys to prize, i*| 

other beauties charm my partial eyes, 
a my view &t all the bright abode, 
nake my foul quit Abelard for God. 
think at leaft thy flock deferves thy care, 
1 of thy hand, and children of thy prayer. 159 
the falfe world in early youth they fled, 
*t to mountains, wilds, and deferta led. 
ais'd theft hallow'd walls $ the defert finiTd, 
>aradife was opened in the wild, 
seping orphan &w his father's ftores 135 

urines irradiate, or emblaze the floors | 
rer faints, by dying mifcrs given, 
>rib'd the rage of ill-requited Heaven} 
ich plain roofs as Piety could raife, 
mly vocal with the Maker's praife. 140 

fe lone walla (their days eternal bound) 
mofs-grown domes with fpiry turrets crown'd, 
e awful arches make a noon-day night, 

he dim. windows fted a fetem* Kgkt % 

Thy 
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Thy eyes diftus'd a reconciling ray, 14.5 

And gleams of glory brightened all the day. 

But now no fate divine contentment wears, 

'Tis all blank fadnefs, or continual tear*. 

See how the force of others prayers I try, 

(P pious fraud of amorous charity ! ) T50 

But why (hould I on others prayers depend > 

Come thou, my father, brother, hunSand, friend ! 

Ah, let thy handmaid, After, daughter, more, 

And all thofe tender names in one, thy love ! 

fh« darkforoe pines that o'er yon rocks reclin'd, 155 

Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind, 

The wandering ftreams that mine between the frills, 

The grots that echo to the tinkling rills, 

The dying gales that pant upon the trees, 

fh* lakes that quiver to the curling breeze j 160 

No more t^efe fcenes my meditation aid, 

Or lull to reft the vifionary maid. 

But o'er the twilight groves and dufky caves, 

Long-founding aides, and intermingled graves, 

Black Melancholy fits, and round her throws 165* 

A death- like filence, and a dread repofe ; 

Her gloomy prefence ladderis all the fcene, 

Shades every flower, and darkens every green, 

Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, 

^jid breathes a browner horror on the woods. 170 

Yet here for ever, ever muft I ftay $ 
Sadjuroof how well a lover can obey ! 
Death, only; death, can break the lafting chain $ 
And here, eVn then, : (hall my cold duft remain; 

Here 
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-Here all its frailties, all its flames refign, 175. 

And wait till 'tis no fin to mix With mme. 

Ah, wretch I believ'd the fpoufe of God in vain, 
Confefs'd within the Have of love and man. 
Affift me, Heaven ! but whence arofe that prayer ? 
.Sprung it from piety, or from defpair? 180 

Ev'n here, where frozen chaftity retires, 
Love finds an altar for forbidden' fires, 
I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought ; 
I mourn die lover, not lament the fault ; 
I view my crime, but kindle at the view, 185 

Repent old pleafures, and folicit new ; 
Now turn'd to heaven, I weep my paft offence, 
Now think of thee, and curfe my innocence. 
Of all affliction taught a lover yet, #i 

'Tis Aire the hardeft fcience to forget ! i Q * 

How (hall Ilofe the fin, yet keep the fenfe, 
And love th* offender, ytt deteftth' offence ? 
How the dear object from the crime remove, 
Or how diftinguifh penitence from love ? 
Unequal talk ! a paflion to refign, '195 

For hearts fo touch'd, fo piere'd, foldft as mine ( 
Ere fuch a foul regains its peaceful ftate, 
How often mail it love, how often hate I 
How often hope, defpair, refent, regret, '* 

Conceal, difidain,— do all things bur forget ? 164 

But let heaven feize. it, all at once 'tis hVd : 
Not touch'd, but rapt } not waken'd, but infpir'd ? • 
Oh come 1 oh. teach me nature to fubdne, *- 

Renounce my love, my life, myielf— and you. • ••' ■ 

Ffll 
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Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 205 

Alone can rival, can fucceed to thee; 

How happy is the blamelefs Veftal's lot $ 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot ! 
Eternal fun^fhine of the fpotlcfs mind I 
Each prayer accepted, and each wifh refign'd $ aio 

Labour and reft, that equal periods keep) 
*' Obedient (lumbers that can wake and weep $" 
Defires composed, affections ever even ; 
Tears that delight, and fighs that waft to heaven. 
Grace mines around her with fereneft beams, 215 

And whifpering Angels prompt her golden dreams. 
For her th' unfading rofe of Eden blooms, 
And wings of Seraphs fhed divine perfumes, 
For her the fpoufe prepares the bridal ring, 
For her white virgins Hymenssals fing, 920 

To founds of heavenly harps (he dies away, 
And melts in vihons of eternal day. 

Far other dreams my erring foul employ, 
Far other raptures, of unholy joy : 
When, at the clofe of each fad, fbrrowing day, 1*5 
Fancy reftores what vengeance fnatch'd away, 
Then conscience deeps, and leaving nature free, 
All my loofe foul unbounded iprings to thee. 
#curft, dear horrors of all-confcious night ! 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight ! 130 

Provoking Demons all reftraint remove, t 

And ftir within me every fource of love. 
I hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy charms, 
And round thy phantom glue ay clafping arms. 

I wakes 
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I wake : — no more I bear, no more I view, 235 

The phantom flies me, as unkind as yoiu 

I call aloud 5 it heart not what I iky s 

I ftretch my empty arms $ it glides away. 

To dream once more I clofe my willing eyes \ 

Ye foft iilufions, dear deceits, arifc I 240 

Alas, no more ! methinks we wandering go 

Through dreary waftes, and weep each other's woe. 

Where round fome mouldering tower pale ivy creeps, 

And lbw-brow'd rocks hang nodding o'er the deeps. 

Sudden you mount, you beckon from the ikies j 245 

Clouds interpoie, waves roar, and winds arife. 

I (hriek, dart up, the fame fad profpect find, 

And wake to all the griefs I left behind. 

For thee the fates, ieverely kind, ordain 
A cool fufpenie from pleafure and from pain } 24* 

Thy life a long dead calm of flxM repoie 5 
No pulfe that riots, and no blood mat glows. 
Still as the fea, ere winds were taught to blow, 
Or moving fpirit bade the waters flow, 
Soft as the (lumbers of a faint forgiven, 15$ 

Ajid mild as opening gleams of promised heaven. 

Come, AbeUrdl for what haft thou to dread ? 
The torch of Venus bums not for the dead. 
Nature ftands chock'd i Religion disapproves % i 

Ev'n thou art cold— yet Eloifa loves. ate 

Ah, hopelefs, lafting flames ! like thofe that bunt ;• 

To light the dead, and warm th* unfruitful urn. 

What fcenes appear where'er I turn my view? 
The dear ideas, where I fly, purfut, 

Rife 
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Rife in the grove, before the altar rife, 165 

Stain all my foul, and wanton in my eyes. 

I wafte the matin lamp in fighs for thee, 

Thy image fteals between my God and me* 

Thy voice Ifeem in every hymn to hear, 

With every bead I drop too foft a tear, 970 

When from the center clouds of fragrance roll, 

And fwelling organs lift the rifmg foul, 

One thought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, 

Priefts, tapers, temples, fwim before my fight : 

In feas of flame my plunging foul is drown* d, 175 

While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round. 

While proftrate here in humble grief I lie. 
Kind, virtuous. drops juft gathering in my eye, 
While, praying, trembling, in the duft I roll, 
And dawi\ing grace is opening on my foul s 1S0 

Come, if thou dar'ft, all charming as thou art ! 
Oppofe thyielf to Heaven ; difpute my heart $ 
Come, with one glance of thofe. deluding eyea 
Blot out each bright idea of the flues j 
Take back that grace, thofe forrows, and thole tears $ 
*Take back my fruitlefs penitence and prayers $ 
Snatch me, juft mounting, from the bleft abode $ 
Aflift the fiends, and tear me from my God 1 

No, fly me, fly me, far as Pole from Pole; 
Rife Alps between us ! and whole oceans roll I 190- 
Ah, come not, write not, think not once of me> 
Nor fliare one pang of all I felt for thee. 
Thy oaths I quit, thy memory reftgn ; 
Forget, renounce^jjne, hate whatever was mine, • ■ 

Fair 
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pak eyes, and templing looks (wfricb yet I view I) »$$ 
Long lov'd, ador'd ideas, a}l adieu ! 
O Grace ferene ! O Virtu* heavenly fair I 
Divine oblivion of low,-tboughted carp I 
Frefli-blooming Hops, gay daughter of the fcy 1 
iV»d Faith, our early immortality I 304 

Enter, each mild, each amicable gueft $ 
Receive and wrap me in eternal reft ! 

See in her cell fad Eloifa fpread, 
Propt on fome tomb, a neighbour of the dead* 
Jn each low wind mcthinks a Spirit calls, 305 

And more than Echoes talk along the walls. 
Hera, as I watch'd the dying lamps around, 
From yonder (hri*e I heard a hqllaw sound. 
I " Come, fitter, comer (it fajd, or feenVd to fay) 
•* 'ftajr place is here, &d filler, come away 1 314 

" Once like thyfelf, I trembled, wept, and pray'd, 
* * Love's vi&im then, though now. a fainted maid 1 
" But all is calm in this eternal iLtep 3 
u Here grief forgets, to gvoan, and love ty wttp, . 
f* £v*n wperftition lofes every fear ; 31 $ 

" For God, not man, abiblvea our frailties beve.** 

I come, I come ! prepare your roseate bowers, 
Celeftial palms, and ever-blooming flowers. 
Thither,- where tinners znay have reft* I go, * 

*y$iere flames nsfin'd m breafts feraphia gtar 1 32* 

Thou, Abelard 1 die laft fad oJ&ce pay, 
And fmooth my pafiage to the realms of day j 
See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 
Suck my laft breath* and catch my %ring ibull 

Wql. L O Ah 
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Ab'n^»n'fAcredveftineht9Tnfcy*ft'lho« ftand, ■ »■ • 31 j 

The hallow'd taper trembling in : thy hand, «" • •**' 

Prefent the Croft before my 'lifted eye, ^ - 

Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. • 

Ah theii,:Ayonce-lov*dEloiTafee!: • -<*? 

Infill be then no crime to "gpXe our me. . -330 

See from my cheek die transient rofes fly ! 

See the laft fparkle languish in my *ye !« - 

Till every motion, pulfe, and breath be o'er j' 

And ev'n.my'Abelard be lov'd no more. 

Peath all eloquent ! you only prove S3 5 

What dull we doaft on, when 'tis man we love.;:.. 

Then too, when fate AaU thy fair frame deftroy, 
(That caufe of all my guilt, and all my joy) . 
In trance extatic may thy pangs be drown'd, 
Bqght clouds defcend, and. Angels watch jthee rounds 
From opening ikies; may (beaming glories mine,. . . 
And Saints embrace thee with a love like mine. . 

May one kind grave unite each hapleJs name, - ' 
And graft my love. immortal on thy fame ! . . . ^ » 
T-ben, ages hence, when all my woes are o'er* :: - 345 
When ihh rebellious heart mall be at no more *':■■- 
If ever chance two wandering lovers brings 
To Paraclete's white walls and filver fprings, 
O'er the pale marble ihall they join their heads, 
And drink the falling tears each other (beds ; 350 

Then fadly fay, with mutual pity mov'd, 
" O may,- we .never love as thefe have lov'dP* . .. 
From the full choir, when loud Hofannas rife, 
And fwell the pomp of dreadful facrifice, . 

1 v .: # A*id 
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Amid that fcene if fome relenting eye 355 

Glance on the {tone where our cold relicks lie, 

Devotion's felf (hall fteal a thought from heaven, 

One human tear (hall drop, and be forgiven. 

And fure if fate fome future bard (hall join 

In fad fimilitude of griefs to mine, 360 

Condemned whole years in abfence to deplore, 

And image charms he mult behold no more ; 

Such if there be, who loves fo long, fo well j 

Let him our fad, our tender ftory tell ! 

The well-fung woes will footh my penfive ghoft 5 365 

He bed can paint them who (hall feel them moil. 
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Advertifement. 

THE following Jranflatipifs yfa t frffeaed frofi mafty 
others done by the Author in his Youth ; for themoft 
part indeed but a fort of Exercifes, while he was im- 
proving himfelf in the Languages, and carried by bis 
early bent to Poetry to perform them rather in Verfe 
than Profe. Mr. Diydeiv's Fables came put about 
that time, which ocdafioned the Tranflations from 
Chaucer. They were firft feparately printed in Mif- 
cellanies by J. Tonfon and B. Lintot, and after- 
wards collected in the Quarto Edition of 17x7. The 
Imitations of Englifh Authors, which follow, were 
done as early, fome of them at fourteen or fifteen 
years old. 
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Advertifement. 

THE hint of the following piece was taken from 
Chaucer's Houfe of Fame. The defign is in a man- 
ner entirely altered, the defcrjptions and moft of the 
particular thoughts my own j yet I could not fuffer 
it to be printed without this, acknowledgment. The 
reader who would compare this with Chaucer, may 
begin with his third book of Fame, there being no- 
thing in the two firft books that anfwers to their title : 
wherever any hint is taken from him, the paflage it- 
felf is 4 felt down in the marginal notes. 

The Poem is introduced in the manner of the Pro- 
rental Poets, whofe works were for the moft part 
Vifions, or pieces of imagination, and conftantly de- 
fenptive. From thefe, Petrarch and Chaucer fre- 
• quently borrowed the idea of their poems. See the 
Trionfi of the former, and the Dream, Flower and 
the Leaf, &c. of the latter. The Author of this there- 
fore chofe the fame fort of Exordium. 
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ME.. 

T N that foft feafon, when defcending mowers 

•* Call forth the greens, and wake the riung flowers y 

When opening buds falute the welcome day, 

.And earth relenting feels the genial ray ; 

As balmy deep had charm'd my cares to reft, 5 

And love itfelf was baniflTd from ray breaft, 

(What time the morn myfterious vifions brings. 

While purer numbers fpread their golden wings) 

A train of phantoms in wild order rofe, 

And, join'd, this intellectual fcene compofe. 10 

I flood, methought, betwixt earth, feas, and flues 3 
The whole creation open to my eyes ; 

I* 

IMITATION. 

Ver. ii, &c.3 Thefe verfes are hinted ftbta *e fol- 
lowingof Chaucer, Book ii. 

Though beheld I fields and plains. 
Now hills, and now mountains, 
Now valeis, and now foreftet, 
And now unneth great beftes, 
Now rivers, now citees, 
Now towns, how great trees, 
Now (hippes feyfcng hi the lee. 
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In air felf-balanc'd hung the globe below. 
Where mountains rife, and circling oceans flow ; 
Heoc naked rocks, an/1 empty .waftes weue feen 
Thtere towery^tities, and the forefts green t 
Here failing (hips delight the wandering eyes ; 
' There trees and intermingled temples rife ; 
Now a clear fun the (billing fcene4i(plays, • 
The tranfient landfcape now in clouds decays. 

O'er the wide profpeft as I gaz'd around. 
Sudden I heard a wild promifcuous found, ' 
Like broken thunders that at diftance. roar, 
Or billows murmuring on the hollow more : 
Then gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, 
■\Vhofe towering fumrnit ambient clouds concealed. 
High on a rock of Ice the ftru&ure lay, 
Steep its afcent, and (lippery was the way j 
The wonderous rock like Parian marble (hone, 
And feem'd, to diftant fight, of folid done. 
- Infcripti 

IMITATION. 

. Ver. 27. High on a rock of ice, &c] Chaucer's tl 
book of Fame. 

It ftood upon fo high a rock, 

Higher ftandeth none in Spayne-i. * r 

What manner (tone this rock was, 

For it was like a lymed glafs, 

But that it (none full more clere; 

But of what congeled matere 

It was, I nifte redily; 

But at the lad efpied I, 

And found that it was every dele, 

A rock of ice, and not of ftel$. .. • . . . 
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riptions here pf various Names I view'd, 

: greater part by hoftile time fubdued ; 

wide.wa* fpread their fame in ages paft, 

1 Poets once had promised they ihould laft. 

te frefti.engraY'd appearM of Wits renown'dj 35 

Dk'd again, fx>r could their trace be found, ' 

ics I faw, that other names deface, 

{ fix their own, with labour, in their place : 

ir own^ like others, foon their place refign'd, : 

iifappearVd,..an4 left the firft behind. 40 

■*■■* . ■ * . • 

was the work impaired by ftorms alone, 

felt th". approaches of too wami a fun ; . 

Fame, impatient of extremes, decays 

more by Envy, than excefs of Praile. 



IMITATIONS. 

31. Infcriptions here, &c] 

Tho" faw I all the hill y-grave 
With famous folkes names feie, 
That had been in much v/eie 
And her fames wide y-blow ; 
But well unneth might 1 know, 
Any letters for to rede 
Their names by, for out of drede 
They weren almoft off-thawen fo, 
That of the letters one or two 
Were molte away of every name, 
So unfamous was woxe her fame ; 
But men faid, what may ever laft ? 

4-1. Nor was the work impaired, &c] 
Tho* gan I in myne harte caft, 
That they were molte away for heate, 
And not away with ftormet beate. . 



Yet 
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Yet pan nb injuries of heaven conld feel, 
Like cryftal faithful to die graving fbel i 
The rock's high fummrt, in the temple's Aide, 
Nor heat could melt, dot beating ftoim invade. 
Their names infcrih'd urmurnber'd age* paft 
From time's firft birth, with time itfelf ffaall li 
Thefe ever new, nor fubjeS to decays, 
Spread, and grow "brighter with the length of t 
So Zembla's rocks (the beauteous work of fi 
Rife white in air, and glitter o'er the coaftj 
Pale funs, onfelt, at diftanee Mil away, 
And on th* impaflive ice the lightnings play j 
Eternal fnows the growing raafs tfpplj, 
Till the bright mountains prop th' incumbent 
As Atlas fii'd, each hoary pile appears. 
The gather' d winter of a thoufatW years, 

IMITATION. 

Ver. 4j. Vet pant no injuries, Ice.] 
For on that other fide I fey 
Of that hill which northward ley, 
How it was written full of names 
Of folke, that had afore great fames. 
Of old time, and yet they were 
As ftelh as men had written hem (here 
That felf day, or that nouK 
That I on hem gan to pouw ■ 
But well I wife what it made i 
It was conferred with the Ihatte 
(All the writing *at I fye) 
Of the caffie that Soode on high, 
And Rood eke in fe colt a ctftee. 
That bltt taigfct it set deface. 
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On this foundation Faroe's high temple (sands j 

Stupendous pile \ not rear'd by mortal hands. 

"Whatever proud Rome or artful Greece beheld, 

Or elder Babylon, its fame e*ceiTd, , 

Tour ftces hod the dome, end ewy iace 65 

Of various ftrnfture, 1ml of eqval grace t 

Four brazen gates, om columns lifted high, 

Salute the diflFtmtf quartere of the my, t 

Here fabled Chiefs in darker age* bora. 

Or Worthies old, whom arms pr art* adora, 7* 

Who cities rais'd, or taofd a mon&rpas race $ 

The walls in venerable order grape ; * 

Heroes in animated marble frown, 

And Legislators fcero to think in Aes)e> 

Weftward, . m fcmptnous frontispiece appeared, 7^ 
On Doric pillars of white marble mar'd, 
CrownM with an architrave of antique moldy 
And fculpturc fifing en the roughea'd gold* 
In fliaggy fpetts here Thefeus was beheld, 
And Perfeus dreedftti with Itfinem's shield 1 to 

There great Alckto, Aoeping with his toil, 
Refts on his crop, and hetts tfev£efpesiaii fpoil ; 
Here Orpheus fcngf 5 t**» JWTOAf J»*hp fcua4 
Start from their j*e*s, and form a fade ajmutd: 
Amphion there the lead cresting lyve $$ 

Strikes, and behold a fttdden Thebes afpim!* 
Cythasron's echoes answer to fee caU, 
And half the mountain rolls into a wall : 
There might you see the lengthening fpires s/cend, 
Thedanies iwidiiSD^lhewie^ op 

The 
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The growing towers like exhalations rife, , 
Ar.d the hug* column* heave into the ikies. .- . 

The Eaftern front was glorious to- behold, 
With diamond Aiming, and Barbaric gold. 
There Ninus fhone, who fprtad th % Affyrian fern 
And the great founder of the Perfian name : 
There in long robes ihe royal Magi ftand. 
Grave Zoroafter waves* the circling wand i: 
The fage Chaldeans rbb'd itt white appeared, 
1\nd Brachmaiisj deep in defcrt woods rever'd. 
Thefe ftoppM the moon, and call'd th* unbody'd 
To midnight banquets in the glimmering glades 
Made vifionary fabrics round them rift, - 
And airy fpeftres Aim before their eyes ; 
Of Talifmans and Sigils knew the power, 
And careful watchM-the Planetary hour. 
Superior, and alone, Confucius ftood, 
Who taught that ufefV&l fcience, to be good. 

But on thef South', a long majeftic race 
Kjf Egypt's Priefts die -gilded niches' grace, 
Who meafurd earth, defcrib'd the ftarry fpheres, 
And trac'd the4bngrecards -of lunar yean. 
High ori his ear Sefoftris' (truck my; View, . 
Whom fcepfefd' (laves in golden harnefs drewt . 
31is hands a bow and' pointed javelin hold; 
His giant Umbs-are arm'd in fcalts of gold* 
Between the ftatues Obelifks were plac'd, 
And the learri'd walls with Hieroglyphics grac'd. 

Of Gothic ftru&ure was the Northern fide, 

O'erwrought with ^rnstroratft'of-bajbarous .pride.. 

f*. »- 1. 
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There huge .Colons rofe, with trophies crown'd, 

And Runic characters were graved around. 

There fate Zjamolxis with erected eyes, 

And Odin here in mimic trances dies. ' 

There birrude iron columns, fmear'd wkh/blood, 12$ 

The horrid forms of. Scythian heroes. food, r 

Druids and Bards (their once loud harps unftrung) 

And youths: that died to be by Poets rung. 

Thefe.and a thoufond more of doubtful- fame, . 

To whom old. fables gave a lafting namcy . . 1 30 

In ranks adorn'd the Temple's outward face ; 

The wall in luftre and effect like gtafs* 

Which', 6>r each object catting various dyes, ' t 

Enlarges (bmev and others multiple* : 

Nor void pf emblem was the myftic wall,. 135 

For thus romantic Fame increaies all. 

The Temple (hakes, the founding gates unfold, 
Wide vaults appear, and roofs of fretted gold : . 
Cais'd on a thoufand pillars wreath 'd around 
With laurel-foliage} and with eagles crown'd 1 T46 
6f bright transparent beryl were the walls, 
The freezes gold, and gold the capitals : 
As heaven with ftars, the roof with jewels glows, 
And ever- living lamps depend in rows. 
Full in the paiTage of each fpaciotts gate, 145 

The fage Hiftorians in white garments wait j 

Graved 

IMITATION. 

Ver. 13a. The wall, in luftre, &c] 
It (hone lighter than a glafs. 

And made well more than it was, * 

As kind of thing Fame is. 
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Grav'do'er their feats the form of Time wai found, 

His fcythe reverse!, and both his pinions bound. 

Within ftood Heroes, who through loud alarms 

In bloody fields purfaed retfown in arms. 150 

High on a throne with trophies charg'd, I viewed 

The Youth that all things but himfeif fobdaed; 

His feet on fceptres and tiaras trod, 

And his horn'd head bety'd the Libyan God. 

There Cxiar, grae'd with both Mimnrasi (hone; 155 

Casfar, the world's great mafter, and kis own $ 

Unmov'd, fuperioar fbll in every ftate, 

And fcarce deteftpd in his Country's fate. 

But-chief were thofe, who not for empire fought, 

But with their toils their people's &te*y Ipugfct 1 ife> 

High o'er the rdt Epaminondas food; 

Timoleon, glorious in his brother's bkfod } 

Bold Scipio, feviour of the Roman ftate j 

Great in his triumphs, in retirement gr*a$j 

And wife Aurelius, in whofe welUtaughtmind % 

With boundless power unbounded virtue joia'd, C 

His own (hid): judge, and patron oi maajuad. \ 

Much fufFeriag heroes next their honouss «laim, 

Thofe of lefs noify, and lefs guilty £woe> 

Fair virtue's filent train : fupreme of theXe 170 

Here ever mines the godlike Socrates : 

He whom ungrateful Athens could expell. 

At all times juft, but when he fign'd the Shell : 

Here his abode the martyr'd Phocipn claims, 

With Agis, not the iaft of Spartan names : 175 

Unconquer'd Cato fhews the wound he tore, 

And Brutus bis ill Genius meets no more. 

But 



I 
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But in the centre of the hallow'd choir, 
Six pompous columns o'er, the reft afpire 5 
Around the fhrine itfelf of Fame they (land, 18* 

Hold the chief honours, and the fane command. 
High on the firft, the mighty Homer fhone j 
Eternal adamant compos'd his throne ; 
Father of verfe ! in holy fillets dreft, 
His filver beard wav'd gently o'er his breaft ; 1S5 

Though blind, a boldnefs in his looks appears 5 
In years he feem'd, but not impair'd by years. 
The wars of Troy were round the pillar feen : 
Here fierce Tydides wounds the Cyprian Queen 5 
Here Heftor glorious from Patroclus' fall, 190, 

Here dragg'd in triumph round the Trojan wall. 
Motion and life did every part infpire, 
Bold was the work, and prov'd the mailer's fire ; 

• A ftrong 

IMITATIONS. 

Ver. 179. Six pompous columns, &c] 
From the dees many a pillere, 
Of metal that (hone not full clere, &c. 
Upon a pillere faw I ftonde 
That was of lede and iron fine, 
Him of the fe& Saturnine, 
The Ebraicke Jofephus the old, &c. 

Upon an iron pillere ftrong, 
That painted was all endlong, 
With tigers' blood in every place, 
The Tholofan that hight Stace, 
That bare of Thebes up the name, &c. 

Ver. 182.] 

Full wonder high on a pilere- 

Of iron, he the great Omer, 

And with him Dares and Titus, &c. 

Vol. I. P 
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A ftrong expreffion raoft he feem'd t'affeft, 

And here and there difclos'd a brave negleft. 195 

A golden column next in rank appeared, 
On which a lhrine of pureft gold was rear'd 5 
Finifti'd the whole, and laboured every part, 
With patient touches of unwearied art : 
The Mantuan there in fober triumph fate, 100 

Compos 1 d his pofture, and his look fedate > 
On Homer ftill he fix'd a reverend eye, 
Great without pride, in modeft majefty. 
In living Sculpture on the fides were fpread 
The Latian wars, and haughty Turaus dead j »o 5 
Eliza ftretch'd upon the funeral pyre, 
./Eneas bending with bis aged fire : 
Troy flam'd in burning gold, and o'er the throne 
Arms and the man in golden cyphers (hone. 

Four fwans fuftain a car of filver bright, 210 

With heads advanc'd, and pinions ftretch'd for flight : 
Here, like fome furious prophet, Pindar rode, 
And feem'd to labour with th* infpiring God. 

Acrofs 

IMITATION. 

Ver. 196, &c] 

There faw I ftand on a pillere 
That was of tinned iron cleere, 
The Latin Poet Virgyle, 
That hath bore up of a great while 
The fame of pius JEnezs : 

And next him on a pillere was 
Of copper, Venus' clerke Ovide, 
That hath fowen wondrous wide 
The great God of Love's fame— 
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Acrofs the harp a carelefs hand he flings, 

And boldly finks into the founding ft rings. 2x5 

The figur'd games of Greece the column grace, 

Neptune and Jove furvey the rapid race. 

The youths hang o'er their chariots as they run j 

The fiery fteeds feem darting from the ftone ; 

The champions in distorted poftures threat ; 220 

And all appeared irregularly great. 

Here happy Horace tun'd th* Aufonian lyre 
To fweeter founds, and temper'd Pindar's fire : 
PleasM with Alcaus' manly rage t 1 infufe 
The fofter fpirit of the Sapphic Mufe. 225 

The polifiYd pillar different fculptures grace} 
A work outlawing monumental brafs. 
Here fmiling Loves and Bacchanals appear, 
The Julian ftar and great Auguftus here. 
The Doves, that round the infant Poet fpread 430 

Myrtles and bays hung hovering o'er his head* 

Here, in a urine that caft a dazzling light, 
Sate nVd in thought the mighty Staguite j 



IMITATION. 

Tho faw I on a pillere by 
Of iron wrought full fternly, 
The great Poet Dan Lucan, 
That on his moulders bore up then 
As hye is that I might fee. 
The fame of Julius and Pom pee. 

And next him ?n a piUere rtode 
Of fulphure, like as he were wode, 
Dan Claudian, fothe for to tell, 
That bare up all the fame of hell, &c. 



His 
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His facred head a radiant Zodiac crown' J, 

And various Animals his fides furround ; 235 

His piercing eyes, erecl, appear to view 

Superior worlds, and look all Nature through. 

With equal rays immortal Tully fhone, 
The Roman Roftra deck'd the Confnl's throne : 
Gathering his flowing robe, he feem'd to ftand 240 
In ^61 to fpeak, and graceful ftretch'd his hand. 
Behind, Rome's Genius waits with Civic crowns, 
And the great Father of his country owns. 

Thefe mafly columns in a circle rife, 
O'er which a pompous dome invades the ikies : 245 
Scarce to the top I ftretch'd my aching fight, 
So large it fpread, and fwell'd to fuch a height. 
Full in the midft proud Fame's imperial feat 
With jewels blaz'd, magnificently great 3 
The vivid emeralds there revive the eye, 250 

The flaming rubies mew their fanguine dye, 
Bright azure rays from lively fapphires ftream, 
And lucid amber cafts a golden gleam. 
With various-colour'd light the pavement (hone, 
And all on fire appear'd the glowing throne ; 25$ 

The dome's high arch reflects the mingled blaze, 
And forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 
When on the Goddefs firft I caft my fight, 
Scarce feem'd her ftature of a cubit's height ; 



IMITATION. 

Ver. 259. Scarce feem'd her ftature, &c.J 
Methought that fhe was fo lite, 
That the length of a cubite 
Was longer than (he -feemed be $ 
But thus foone in a while fhe, 



B»t 
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But fwcll'd to larger fize, the more I gaz'd, 260 

Till to the ropf her towering front fhe rais'd. 

With her, the Temple every moment grew, 

And ampler Viftas open'd to my view : 

Upward the columns moot, the roofs afcend, 

And arches widen, and long aides extend. 265 

Such was her form, as ancient bards have told, 

Wings raife her arms, and wings her feet infold-; 

A thoufand bufy tongues the Goddefs bears, 

And thoufand open eyes, and thoufand liftening ears. 

Beneath, in order rang'd, the tuneful Nine 270 

(Her virgin handmaids) ftili attend the mrine : 

With eye& on Fame for ever fix'd, they fkig ; 

For Fame they raife the voice, and tune the firing j 

With time's firft birth began the heavenly lays, 

And laft, eternal, through the length of days. 275 

Around thefe wonders as I caft a look, 
The trumpet founded, and the temple fliook, 



And 



IMITATIONS. 

Her felfe tho wonderly ftraight, 
That with her feet me the earth right, 
And with her head fhe touchyd heaven— 

Ver. 270. Beneath in order rang'd, &c] 
I heard about her throne y-fung 
That all the palays walls rung, 
So fun? the mighty Mufe, fhe 
That cleped is Calliope, 
And her feven Afters eke — 

Ver. 27.6. Around thefe wonders, &c] 
I heard a noife approachen blive, 
That far'd as bees done in a hire, 

P3 
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And all the nations, fummon'd at the call, 
From different quarters fill the erouded hall : 
Of various tongues the mingled founds were heard j 
In various garbs promifciTOtw throngs appeared $ 
Thick as the bees, that with the Spring renew 
Their flowery toils, arid fip the fragrant dew, 
When the wing'd colonies firft tempt the flcy, 
O'er duflcy fields and ihaded waters fly, 285 

Or, fettling, feize the fweets the bk>ffoms yield, 
And a low munimr ran* along the field. 
Millions of Aippliant Crouds the ihrine attend, 
And all degrees before the Goddefs bend 5 
The poor, the rich, the valiant, and the fage, 190 

And boafting youth, and narrative old age. 
Their pleas were different* their requeft the fame : 
For good and bad alike are fond of Fame. 
Some (he difgracM, and feme with honours crown'd j 
Unlike fucceffea equal merits found. 195 

Thus 

IMITATIONS. 

Againft her time of out-flying, 
Right fuch a manere murmuring, 
For all the world it feemed me, 
Tho gan I look about and fee 
That there came' entering into th* hall, 
A right great company withal $ 
And that of fundry regions, 
Of all kind of conditions, &c— 

Ver. 294. Some (he di%rac'd, &c] 

And fome of them flie granted fone, 
And fome flie warned well and fair, 
And fome flic granted the contrair— 
Right as her After dame Fortune 
Js wont to fervq in commune, 
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•Thus her blind filler, fickle Fortune, reigns, 
And undifcerning (batters crowns and chains. 

Firft at the fhrine the Learned world appear, 
And to the Goddefs thus prefer their prayer. 
Long have we fought t' inftruft and pleafe mankind, 
With ftudies pale, with midnight vigils blind j 
But thank 'd by few, rewarded yet by none, 
We here appeal to thy fuperior throne : 
On wit and learning the juft prize beftow, 
For Fame is all we muft expert below. 305 

The Goddefs heard, and bade the Mufes raife 
The golden Trumpet of eternal Praife : 
From pole to pole the winds diffufe the found, 
That fills the circuit of the world around 5 
Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud j 310 

The notes at firft were rather fweet than loud : 
By juft degrees they every moment rife, 
Fill the wide earth, and gain upon the ikies. 
At every breath were balmy odours filed, 
Which ftill grew fweeter, as they wider fpread? 315 
Lefs fragrant fcents th* unfolding rofe exhales, 
Or fpices breathing in Arabian gales. 

Next thefe the good and juft, an awful train, 
Thus on their knees addrefs the facred fane. 



Since 



IMITATION. 

Ver. 318. The good and juft, &c] 
Tho came the third companye, 
And gan up to the dees to hye, 
And down on knees they fell anone, 
And faiden : We been everichone 
Folke that han full tmery 
Deferred Fame right-fwlly, 

P4 
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Since living virtue is with envy cursM, 32* 

And the beft men are treated like the worft, 

Do thou, juft Goddefs, call our merits forth, 

And give each/leed th" exacl: intrinfic worth. 

Not with bare juftice fhall your aft be crown*d, 

(Said Fame) but high above defert renown'd : 325 

Let fuller notes th* applauding world amaze, 

And the loud clarion labour in your praife. 

This band difmifsM, behold another croud 
Prefer'd the fame requeft, and lowly bow'd 5 
The conftant tenour of whofe well-fpent days 330 

No lefs deferv'd a juft return of praife. 
But ftraight the direful Trump of Slander founds ; 
Through the big dome the doubling thunder bounds; 

Loud 

IMITATIONS. 

And prayen you it might be knowe 
Right as it is, and forth blowe. 

I grant, quoth (he, for now we lift 
That your good works (hall be wift. 
And yet ye (hall have better loos, 
Right in defpite of all your foos, 
Than worthy is, and that anone. 
Let now (quoth (he) thy trump gone— 
And certes all the breath that went 
Out of his trump's mouth fmePd 
As men a pot or baume held 
Among a bafket full of rofes.— 

Ver. 328. 338. behold another croud, &c— 

From the black trumpet's rufty, &c] 
Therewithal there came anone 
Another huge companye 
Of good folke— 
What did this Eolus, but he 
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Loud as the burft of cannon rends the ikies, 

The dy^e rtfport through every region flies, ^ 335 

In every ear incefTant rumours rung, 

And gathering fcandals grew on every tongue. 

from the black trumpet's rufty concave broke 

Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling fmoke : 

The poifonous vapour blots the purple ikies, 34* 

And withers all before it as it flies. 

A troop came next, who crowns and armour wove, 
-And proud defiance in their looks they bore : 
For thee (they cry'd) amidit alarms and ftrife, 
We fail'd in tempefts down the ftream of life 5 345 

For thee whole nations filled with flames and blood, .' 
And fwam to empire through the purple flood. 
Thofe ills we dar'd, thy infpiration own ; 
What virtue feem'd, was done for thee alone. 
Ambitious fools ! (the Queen reply'd, and frown'd) 
Be all your a6ls in dark oblivion drown'd ; 
There ileep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone, 
Your ftatues mouldered, and your names unknown ! 
A fudden cloud ftraight fnatch'd them. from my fight, 
And each majeftic phantom funk in night. 355 

Then 

IMITATION. . 

Took out his trump of brafs, 
That fouler than the devil was : 
And gan his trump for to blowe, 
As all the world mould overthrowe. 
Throughout every regione 
Went this foul trumpet's foune, 
Swift as a pellet out of a gunne, 
When fire is in die powder ruane. 
And fuch a fmoke gan out wende, 
Out of the foul trumpet's ende— &c. 
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Then came the fmalleft tribe I yet had feen $ 
Plain was their drefs, and modeft was their mien. 
Great idol of mankind ! we neither claim 
The praife of merit, nor afpire to fame ! 
But, fafe m deferts from th' applaufe of men, $6# 

Would die unheard-of, as we liv'd unieen. 
*Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from fight 
Thofe acts of goodnefs, which themfelves requite* 
O let us mil the fecret joy partake, 
To follow virtue ev'n for virtue's fake. %6$ 

And 

IMITATION. 

Ver. 35$. Then came the fmalleft, &c] 
I faw anone the fifth route. 
That to this lady gan loute, 
And downe on knees anone to fall, 
And to her they befoughten all, 
To hiden their good works eke* 
And faid, they yeve not a lekc 
For no fame ne fuch renowne $ 
For they for contemplacyoune, 
And Goddes love had k wrought, 
Ne of fame would they ought. 

What, quoth file, and be ye wood r 
And ween ye for to do good, 
And for to have it of no fame ? 
Have ye defpite to have my name ? 
Nay ye fliarf lien everiehone : 
Blow thy trump, and that anone 
(Quoth me) thou Eolus, I hote, 
And ring thefe folks works by rote, 
That all the world may of it neare ; 
And he gan blow their loos fo cleare, 
In his golden clarioune, 
Through the world went the foune, 
All fo kbdry, and eke fo foft, 
That fher fame w*s Mown aloft* 
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And live there men, who flight immortal fame r 
Who then with incenfe fhall adore our name r 
But, mortals ! know, 'tis ftill our greateft pride. 
To blaze thoie virtues which the good would hide. 
Rife! Mufes, rife! add all your tuneful breath ; 3.7* 
Thefe muft not fleep in darknefs and in death. 
She faid : in air the trembling mufic floats, 
And on the winds triumphant fwell the notes } 
So foft, though high, fa loud, and yet fo clear, 
Ev'n liftening Angels lean from heaven to hear : 375 
To fartheft mores th* Ambrofial fpirit flies, 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ikies. 

Next thefe a youthful train their vows exprefsM* 
With feathers crownM, with gay embroidery drefs'd : 
Hither, they cry'd, direct your eyes, and fee 3 So 

The men of pleafure, drefs, and gallantry ; 
Ours is the place at banquets, balls, and plays, 
Sprightly our nights, polite are all our days 5 
Courts we frequent, where 'tis our pleating caifc 
To pay due vint9, and addrefs the fair: 385 

In fact, 'tis true, no nymph we could perfuade, 
But ftill in fancy vanquiftVd every maid ; 
Of unknown Dutcheffes lewd tales we tell, 
Yet, would the world believe us* all were well. 
The joy let others have, and we the name, 399 

And what we want in pleafure, grant in fame* 

The Queen aflents, the trumpet rends the ikies, 
And at each blaft a Lady's honour dies. 

Pleas' d with the ftrange fvccefs, vaft numbers preft 
Around the fhrine, and made the fame requeft : 395 

What 



»io "POPE'S POEM S. 

What you (fhe cry'd), unlearn'd in arts to pleafe, 

Slaves to yourfelves, and ev'n fatigued with eafe, 

Who lofe a length of undeferving days, 

Would you ufurp the lover's dear-bought praife ? 

To juft contempt, ye vain pretenders, fall, 400 

The people's fable, and the fcorn of all. 

Straight the black clarion fends a horrid found, 

Loud laughs burft out, and bitter feoffs fly round, 

Whifpers are heard, with taunts reviling loud, 

And fcornful hiifes run through all the croud. 405 

Laft, thofe who boaft of mighty mifchiefs done, • 
Enflave their country, or ufurp a throne ; 
Or who their glory's dire foundation lay'd 
On fovereigns ruin'd, or on friends betray'd ; 
Calm, thinking villains, whom no faith could fix, 410 
Of crooked counfels and dark politics j 
Of thefe a gloomy tribe furround the throne, 
And beg to make th' immortal treafons known. 
The trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire, 
With fparks, that feem'd to fet the world on fire. 415 
At the dread found, pale mortals flood aghaft, 
And flartled nature trembled with the blaft. 

This having heard and feen, fome power unknown 

Straight chang'd the fcene, and fnatch'd me* from the 

t throne. 

Before 

IMITATIONS. 

Ver. 406. Laft, thofe who boaft of mighty, &C.3 
Tho came another companye, 
That had y-done the treachery, &c. 
. Ver. 418. , This having heard and feen, &c] The 
Scene here changes from the Temple of Fame, to that 
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Before my view appeared a ftru&ure fair, 426 

Its fite uncertain, if in earth or air ; 

With rapid motion turn'd the manfibn round 5 

With ceafelefs noife the ringing walls refound 5 

Not lefs in number were the fpacious doors, 

Than leaves on trees, or fands upon the mores j 425 

Which ftill unfolded ftand, by night, by day, 

Pervious to winds, and open every way. 

As flames by nature to the ikies afcend, 

As weighty bodies to the centre tend, 

As 

IMITATION. 

of Rumour, which is almoft entirely Chaucer's. The 
particulars follow. 

Tho faw I ftonde in a valey, 
Under the caftle faft by 
A houfe, that Domus Dedali 
That Labyrinthus cleped is, 
Nas made fo wonderly, I wis, 
Ne half fo queintly y-wrought ; 
And evermo as fwift as thought, 
This queint houfe about went, 
That never more it ftill ftent— 
And eke this houfe hath of entrees, 
As many as leaves are on trees 
In Summer, when they ben grene 5 
And in the roof yet men may fene 
A thoufand hoels and well mo 
To letten the foune out-go 5 
And by day in every tide, 
Ben all the doors open wide, 
And by night each one unmet 5 
No porter is there one to let, 
No manner tydings in to pace : 
Ne never reft is. in that place. 
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As to the fea returning rivers roll, 4.30 

And the touch' d needle trembles to the pole j 

Hither as to their proper place, arife 

All various founds from earthy and feas, and ikies. 

Or fpoke aloud, or whifper'd in the ear j 

Nor ever filence, reft, ox peace, is here. 435 

As on the fmooth expanfe of cryftal lakes 

The finking ftone at firft a .circle makes j 

The trembling furface, by the motion ftirr'd, 

Spreads in a fecond circle, then a third j 

Wide, and more wide, the floating rings advance, 440 

Fill all the watery plain, and to the margin dance : 

Thus every voice and found, when firft they break. 

On neighbouring air a foft impreflion make ; 

Another ambient circle then they move 3 

That, in its turn, impels the next above $ 445 

Through undulating air the founds are lent, 

And fpread o'er all the fluid element. 

There various news I heard of love and ftrife, 
Of peace and war, health, ficknefs, death, and life, 

Of 

IMITATION. 

Ver. 448. There various news I heard, &c] 
Of werres, of peace, of marriages, 
Of reft, of labour, of voyages, 
Of abode, of dethe, and of life, 
Of love and hate, accord and ftrife, 
Of lofs, of lore, and of winnings, 
Of hele, of ficknefs, and leflings, 
Of divers tranfmutations, 
Of eftates and eke of regions, 
Of truft, of dred, of jealoufy, 
Of wit, of winning, and of folly, 



THE TEMPLE OF FAME. 22* 

Of lois and gain, of famine and of ftore, 45$ 

Of ftorms at fea, and travels on the more. 

Of prodigies, and portents feen in air, 

Of fires and plagues, and ftars with blazing hair, 

Of turns of Fortune, changes in the ftate, 

The falls of favorites, proje&s of the great, 45$ 

Of old mifmanagements, taxations new : 

All neither wholly falfe, nor wholly true. 

Above, below, without, within, around, 
ConfusM, unnumbered multitudes are found, 
Who pafs, repafs, advance, and glide away j 460 

Hofts rais'd by fear, and phantoms of a day : 

Aftro* 

IMITATIONS. 

Of good, or bad government, 
Of fire, and of divers accident. 

Ver. 458. Above, below, without, within, &c.} 
But iuch a grete congregation 
Of folke as I faw roame about, 
Some within, and fome without, 
Was never feen, ne (hall be eft— 

And every wight that I faw there 
Rowned everich in others ear 
A new tydjng privily, 
Or elfe he/ told it openly 
Right thus, and faid, Knowft not thou 
That is betkle to-night now ? 
No, quoth he, tell me what ? 
And then he told him this and that, &c« 
—Thus north and fouth 
Went every tyding from mouth to mouth> 
And that enereafing everrno, 
As fire is wont to quicken and go 
From a fparkle fprong amifs, 
Till all the citee brent up is. 



i 
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Aftrologers, that future fates forefhew, 
Proje&ors, quacks, and lawyers not a few ; 
And pricfts, and party zealots, numerous bands 
With home-born lies, or tales from foreign lands 5 465 
Each talk'd aloud, or in fome fecret place, 
And wild impatience ftar'd in every face. 
The flying rumors gathered as they roll'd, 
Scarce any tale was fooner heard than told 5 
And all who told it added fomething new, 470 

And all who heard it made enlargements too, 
In every ear it fpread, on every tongue it grew. 
Thus flying eaft and weft, and north and fouth, 
News travel'd with increafe from mouth to mouth. 
So from a fpark, that kindled firft by chance, 475 

With gathering force the quickening flames ad- 
vance 5 
Till to the clouds their curling heads afpire, 
And towers and temples fink in floods of Are. 
When thus ripe lies are to perfection fprung, 
Pull grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 480 

Through thoufand vents, impatient, forth they 

flow, 
And rum in millions on the world below/ 
Fame fits aloft, and points them out their courfe, 
Their date determines, and prefcribes their force : 
Some to remain, and fome to perifh foon ; 485 

Or wane and wax alternate like the moon. 
Around, a thoufand winged wonders fly, 
Borne by the trumpet's blaft, and fcatter'd through the 
iky. 

There, 
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There, at one paflage, oft you might furvey 
A lie and truth contending for the way 5 490 

And long 'twas doubtful, both fo clofely pent, 
Which firft fhould iffue through the narrow vent t 
At laft agreed, together out they fly, 
Infeparable now, the truth and ly6 5 
The ftricT: companions are for ever joined, 495 

And this or that unmix'd, no mortal e'er (hall find. 

While thus I flood, intent to fee and hear, 
One came, methought, and whifper'd in my ear : 
What could thus high thy rafh ambition raife ? 
Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praife ? 500 

'Tis true, faid I, not void of hopes I came, 
For who fo fond as youthful bards of Fame ? 
But few, alas ! the cafual blefling boaft, 
So hard to gain, fo eafy to be loft. 
How vain that fecond life in others breath, 505 

Th* eftate which wits inherit after death I 
Eafe, health, and life, for this they rauft refign, 
(Unfure the tenure, but how vaft the fine !) 
The great man's curfe, without the gains, endure, 
Be envy'd, wretched, and be flatter'd, poor j 51© 

All lucklefs wits their enemies profeft, 
And all fuccefsful, jealous friends at beft. 

IMITATION. 

Ver. 489. There, at one paflage, &c] 
Ajid fometime I faw there at once, 
. : .A leifmg and a fad footh faw 

Thatgonnen at adventure draw v 

Out of a window forth to pace— 

And nojnan, be he ever fo wrothc, 

Shall have one of thefe two, but bothe, &c. 

Vol. I. Q^ 
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Nor Fame I flight, nor for her favours call j 

She comes unlook'd-for, if fhe comes at all. 

But if the purchafe cofts fo dear a price 515 

As foothing Folly, or exalting Vice : 

Oh ! if the Mufe muft flatter lawlefs fway, 

And follow (till where fortune leads the way; 

Or if no bafls bear my riflng name, 

But the fall'n ruins of another's fame ; 520 

Then, teach me, heaven I to fcorn the guilty bays, 

Drive from my breaft that wretched luft of praife, 

UnblemiftVd let me live, or die unknown ; 

Oh grant an honed fame, or grant me none ! 
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THE MERCHANT'S TALE. 

FROM CHAUCER. 

*Tp HERE liv'd in Lombardy, as Authors write, 
-■- In days of old, a wife and worthy Knight 5 
Of gentle manners, as of generous race, 
Bleft with much fenie, more riches, and Tome grace 5 
Yet, led aftray by Venus* Toft delights, 5 

He fcarce could rule fome idle appetites : 
For long ago, let Priefts fay what they cou'd, 
Weak finful laymen were but flefli and blood. 
But in due time, when fixity years were o'er, 
■He vow'd to lead this vicious life no moire j 1© 

Whether pure hdlineTs infpir'd his mind, 
Or dotage turn*d his brain, is bard to find 5 
But his high courage prick' d him forth to wed, 
And try the pleafures of a lawful bed. 
This was his nightly dream, his daily care, 15 

And to the heavenly powers his conftant prayer, 
Once ere he dy'd, to tafle the blifsful life 
Of a kind hufband and a loving wife. 

Thefe thoughts he fortify'd with reafons ftill, 
(For none want reafons to confirm their will.) ao 

Qj» Gray* 
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Grave authors fay, and witty poets fing, 

That honeft wedlock is a glorious thing : 

But depth of judgment moil in him appears, 

Who wifely weds in his maturer years. 

Then let him chufe a damfel young and fair, 85 

To blefs his age, and bring a worthy heir ; 

To footh his cares, and, free from noife and ftrife, 

Conduct him gently to the verge of life. 

Let finful batchelors their woes deplore, 

Full well they merit all they feel, and more : 3* 

Unaw'd by precepts human or divine, 

Like birds and beafts promifcuoufly they join : 

Nor know to make the prefent blefling laft, 

To hope the future, or efteem the paft : 

But vainly boaft the joys they never try'd, 35 

And find divulg'd the fecrets they would hide* 

The marry' d man may bear his yoke with eafe, 

Secure at once hirafelf and heaven to pleafe j 

And pafs his inoffenfive hours away, 

In blifs all night, and innocence all day : 40 

Though fortune change, his conftant fpouie remains, 

Augments his joys, or mitigates his pains. 

But what fo pure, which envious tongues" will fpaic? 
Some wicked wits have libel* d all the fair. 
With matchlefs impudence they ftyle a wife 45 

The dear-bought curfe, and lawful plague of lifej 
A bofom-ferpent, a domeftic evil, 
A night-invafion, and a mid-day devil. 
Let not the wife thefe flanderous words regard, 
But curfe the bones of every lying bard. 50 

All 
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All other goods by fortune's hand are given, 

A wife is the peculiar gift of heaven. 

Vain fortune's favours, never^t a ftay, 

Like empty fhadows, pafs, and glide away ; 

One folid comfort, our eternal wife, 55 

Abundantly fupplies us all our life : 

This blefling lafts (if thofe who try fay true) 

As long as heart can wifti— and longer too. 

Our grandfire Adam, ere of Eve pofleft, 
Alone, and ev'n in Paradife unblefs'd, 60 

With mournful looks the blifsful fcenes furvey'd, 
And wander" d in the folitary (hade : 
The Maker faw, took pity, and beftow'd 
Woman, the laft, the beft referv'd of God, 

A Wife ! ah gentle deities, can he 6$ 

That has a wife, e'er feel adverfity ? 
Would men but follow what the fex advife, 
All things would profper, all the world grow wife. 
'Twas by Rebecca's aid that Jacob won 
His father's blefling from an elder fon e 70 

Abufive Nabal ow'd his forfeit life 
To the wife conduct of a prudent wife 1 
Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews (how, 
Preferv'd the Jews, and flew th' Aflyrian foe 1 
At Hefter's fuit, die perfecuting fword 75 

Was iheath'd, and Ifrael liv'd to blefe the Lord. 

Thefe weighty motives, January the fage 
Maturely ponder* d in his riper age ; 
And, charm'd with virtuous joys and fober life, 
Would try that Chriftian comfort, calTd a wife. So 

Qj Hit 
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His friends were fummon'd on a point fd nice, 
To pafs their judgment, and to give advice 3 
But fix'd before, and well refolv'd was he 5 
(As men that aflc advice are wont to be.) 

My friends, he cry'd (and caft a mournful look 85 
Around the room, and figh'd before he fpoke :) 
Beneath the weight of threefcore years I bend, 
And worn with cares, and haftening to my end ; 
How I have liv'd, alas ! you know too well, 
In worldly follies, which I blufh to tell 5 90 

But gracious heaven has ope'd my eyes at lait, 
With due regret I view my vices paft, 
And, as the precept of the Church decrees, 
Will take a wife, and live in holy eafe. 
But, fince by counfel all things mould be done, 95 

And many heads are wifer (till than one $ 
Chufe you for me, who beft mail be content 
When my defire 's approved by your confent. 

One caution yet is needful to be told, 
To guide your choice 5 this wife mult not be old t 100 
There goes a faying, and. 'twas mrewdly faid, 
Old fifli at table, but young fiefh in bed. 
My foul abhors the taftelefs, dry embrace 
Of a dale virgin with a winter face : 
In that cold feafon Love but treats his gueft 105 

With bean-ftraw, and tough forage at the bed:. 
No crafty widows mail approach my bed $ 
Thofe are too wife for batchelors to wed ; 
As fubtle clerks by many fchools are made, 

Twice-marry*d dames are miftreiTes 0' th' trade 1 i 10 

But 
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But .young and tender virgins rul'd with eafe, 
We form like wax, and mould them as we pleafe. 

Conceive me, Sirs, nor take my fenfe amifs ; 
'Tis what concerns my fours eternal blifs : 
Since if I found no pleafure in my fpoufe, 115 

As flefli is frail, and who (God help me) knows ? 
Then mould I live in lewd adultery, 
And link downright to Satan when I die. 
Or were I curs'd with an unfruitful bed, 
The righteous end were loft, for which I wed} xao 
To raife up feed to blefs the powers above, 
And not for pleafure only, or for love. 
Think not I doat 5 'tis time to take a wife, 
When vigorous blood forbids a chafter life : 
Thofe that are bleft with ftore of grace divine, 125 

May live like faints, by heaven's confent and mine. 

And fince I (peak of wedlock, let me fay, 
(As, thank my ftars, in modeft truth I may) 
My limbs are active, ftill I'm found at heart, 
And a new vigour fprings in every part. 130 

Think not my virtue loft, though time has fhed 
Thefe reverend honours on my hoary head; 
Thus trees are crown'd with bloffoms white as fnow, 
The vital fap then rifing from below s 
Old as I am, my lufty limbs appear 135 

Like winter greens, that flourim all the year. 
Now, Sirs, you know to what I ftand inclined, 
Let every friend with freedom fpeak his mind. 

He faid 5 the reft in different parts divide $ 
The knotty point was urg'd on either fide : 14* 

Qj. Marriage, 
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Marriage, the theme on which they all declaim* d, 
Some praU'd with wit, and fome with reafon blam'd. 
Till, what with proofs, objections, and replies, 
Each wondrous pofitive, and wondrous wife, 
There fell between his brothers a debate, 14.5 

Placebo this was call'd, and Juftin that, 

Firft to the Knight Placebo thus begun 
(Mild were his looks, and pleafing was his tone) : 
Such prudence, Sir, in all your words appears, 
As plainly proves, experience dwells with years ! 150 
Yet you purfue fage Solomon's advice, 
To work by counfel when affairs are nice : 
But, with the Wife Man's Jeave, I muft proteft, 
So may my foul arrive at eafe and reft 
As ftill I hold your own advice the beft. 

Sir, I have liv'd a Courtier all my days, 
And ftudy'd men, their manners, and their ways } 
And have obferv'd this ufeful maxim ftill, 
To let my betters always have their will. 
Nay, if my Lord affirmed that black was white, 160 
My word was this. Your honour 's in {he right. 
-Th' anuming Wit, who deems himfelf fo wife, 
As his, miftaken patron to~advife, 
Let him not dare to vent his dangerous thought, 
A noble fool was never in a fault. 165 

This, Sir, affecls not you, whofe every word 
Is weighed with judgment, and befits a Lord : 
Your will is mine j and is (I will maintain) 
Pleafing to 6od, and mould be fo to man ! 
At leaft, your courage all the world muft praife, 170 
^ho dare £0 wed in your declining days. 
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Indulge the vigour of your mounting blood, 

And let grey fools be indolently good. 

Who, paft all pleafure, damn the joys of fenfe, 

With reverend dulnefs, and grave impotence. 175 

Juftin, who filent fat, and heard the man, 
Thus, with a philofophic frown, began. 

A heathen author of the firft degree, 
(Who, though not Faith, had Senfe as well as we) 
Bids us be certain our concerns to truft * 180 

To thofe of generous principles, and juft. 
The venture 's greater, I'll prefume to fay, 
To give your perfon, than your goods away : 
And therefore, Sir, as you regard your reft, 
Firft learn your lady> qualities at leaft 2 185 

Whether me 's chafte or rampant, proud or civil, 
Meek as a faint, or haughty as the devil 5 
Whether an eafy, fond, familiar fool, 
Or fuch a wit as no man e'er can rule. 
'Tis true, perfection none muft hope to find 19* 

In all this world, much lefs in womankind ; 
But, if her virtues prove the larger fhare, 
Blefs the kind fates, and think your fortune rare. 
Ah, gentle Sir, take warning of a friend, 
Who knows too well the ftate you thus commend} 195 
And, fpite of all his praifes, muft declare, 
All he can find is bondage, coft, and care. 
Heaven knows, I fhed full many a private tear, 
And figh in filence, left the world mould hear I 
While all my friends applaud my blifsful life, too 

And fwear no mortal > happier in a. wife j 

Demure 
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Demure and chafte as any veftal Nun, 

The meekeft creature that beholds the fun 1 

But, by th' immortal powers, I feel the pain, 

And he that fmarts has reafon to complain. 205 

Do what you lift* for me ; you rauft be fage, 

And cautious fure $ for wifdom is in age : . 

But at thefe years, to venture on the fair ; 

By him who made the ocean, earth, and air, 

To pleafe a wife, when her occafions call, 210 

Would bufy the moft vigorous of us all. 

And truft me, Sir, the chafteft you can chufe 

Will afk obfervance, and exacl her dues. 

If what I fpeak my noble Lord offend, 

My tedious fermon here is at an end. 215 

'Tis well, 'tis wondrous well, the Knight replies, 
Moft worthy kinfman, faith you're mighty wife ! 
We, Sirs, are fools j and muft reiign the caufe 
To heathenifti authors, proverbs, and old faws. 
He fpoke withfcom, and turh'd another way :— 120 
What does my friend, my dear Placebo, fay ? 

I fay, quoth he, by heaven the man 's to blame, 
To (lander wives, and wedlock's holy name. 

At this the council rofe, without delay $ 
Each, in his own opinion, went bis way 5 225 

With full confent, that, all difputes appeas'd, 
The knight mould marry, when and where he pleas'd. 

Who now but January exults with joy ? 
The charms of wedlock all his foul employ; 
Each nymph by turns his wavering mind pofleft, 210 
And reign'd the- (hort-liv'd tyrant of his bread $ 

While 
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While fancy pi&ur'd every lively part, 

And each bright image wander'd o'er his heart. 

Thus, in fome public Forum fix'd on high, 

A Mirrour mows the figures moving by j 235 

Still one by one, in fwift fucceffion, pafs 

The gliding fhadows o'er the poliih'd glafs. 

This Lady's charms the niceft could- not blame, . 

But vile fufpicions had afpers'd her fame j 

That was with fenfe, but not with virtue? bleftj 240 

And one had grace, that wanted all the reft. 

Thus doubting long what nymph he ihould obey, 

He fixt at laft upon the youthful May. 

Her faults he knew not, Love i& always Wind, 

But every charm revolv'd within his mind s 245 

Her tender age, her form divinely fair, 

Her eafy motion, her attractive air, 

Her fweet behaviour, her enchanting face, 

Her moving foftnefs, and majeftic grace. 

Much in his prudence did our knight rejoice, 35* 
And thought no mortal could difpute his choice : 
Once more in hafte he fummon'd every friend, 
And told them all,- their pains were at an end. 
Heaven, that (faid he) infpir'd me firft to wed, 
Provides a contort worthy of my bed: %$f 

Let none oppofe ih 1 election, fince on this 
Depends my quiet; and my future biifs. 

A dame there is, the darling of my eyes, 
Young, beauteous', artlefs, innocent, and wife ; 
Chafte, though not rich j and, though not nobly born, 
Of honejt parents, and may ferve my turn. 

Her 
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Her will I wed, if gracious Heaven fo pleafe 5 

To pafs my age in fan&ity and eafe : 

And thank the powers, I may poffefs alone 

The lovely prize, and mare my blifs with none ! 165 

If you, my friends, this virgin can procure, 

My joys are full, my happinefs is fure. 

One only doubt remains : Full oft I've heard, 
By cafuifts grave, and deep divines averr'dj 
That 'tis too much for human race to know 270 

The blifs of heaven above, and earth below. 
Now (hould the nuptial pleafures prove fo great, 
To match the bleflings of the future ftate, 
Thofe endlefs joys were ill -exchanged for thefe 5 
Then clear this doubt, and fet my mind at eafe. 275 

This Juftin heard, nor could his fpleen control, 
Touched to the quick, and tickled at the foul. 
Sir Knight, he cry'd, if this be all you dread, 
Heaven put it paft your doubt, whene'er you wed; 
And to my fervent prayers fo far confent, ago 

That, ere the rites are o'er, you may repent ! 
Good Heaven, no doubt, the nuptial ftate approves, 
Since it chaftifes ftill what beft it loves. 
Then be not, Sir, abandoned to defpair } 
Seek, and perhaps you'll find among the fair, 
One that may do your bufinefs to a hair 5 
Not ev'n in wifh, your happinefs delay, 
But prove the fcourge to lafti you on your way : 
Then to the ikies your mounting foul mall go. 
Swift as an arrow (baring fjpom the bow I 190 

Provided 
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Provided ftill, you moderate your joy, 

Nor in your pleafures all your might employ, 

Let reafoiTs rule your ftrong defires abate, 

Nor pleafe too laviihly your gentle mate. 

Old wives there are, of judgment moft acute, 295 

Who folve thefe queftions beyond all difpute $ 

Confult with thofe, and be of better chearj 

Marry, . do penance, and difmifs your fear. 

So faid, they rofe, nor more the work delayed ; 
The match was offer'd, the propofals made. 300 

The parents, you may think, would foon comply $ 
The Old have intereft ever in their eye. 
Nor was it hard to move the Lady's mind ; 
When fortune favours, ftill the Fair are kind. 

I pafs each previous fettlement and deed, 595 

Too long for me to write, or you to read ; 
Nor will with quaint impertinence difplay 
The pomp, the pageantry, the proud array. 
The time approached, to Church the parties -went, 
At once with carnal and devout intent : 31* 

Forth came the Prieft, and bade th' obedient wife 
Like Sarah or Rebeccah lead her life : 
Then pray'd the powers the fruitful bed to blefs, 
And made all fure enough with holinefs. 

And now the palace-gates are operTd wide, 
The guefts appear in order, fide by fide, 
And plac'd in ftate the bridegroom and the bride, 
The breathing flute's foft notes are heard around, 
And the thrill trumpets mix their filver found ; 
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The vaulted roofs with echoing mufic ring, 320 

Thefe touch the vocal ftops, and thofe the trembling 

firing. 
Not thus Amphion tun'd the warbling lyne, 
^Npr Joab the bounding clarion could infpire, 
Nor fierce Theedamas, whofe fprightly (train 
Could fwell die foul to rage, and fire the martial train. 

Bacchus himfelf, the nuptial feaft' to grace, 
(So Poets fing) was prefent on the place : 
And lovely Venus, Goddefs of delight, 
Shook high her flaming torch in open fight. 
And danc'd around, and fmiPd on every Knight s 
Pleas'd her bcft fervant would his courage try, 
No lefs'in wedlock, than in liberty* 
Full many an age old Hymen had not fpyM 
So kind a bridegroom, or fo bright a bride. 
Ye bards ! renown' d among the tuneful throng 335 
For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial fong ; 
Think not your*fofteft numbers can difplay 
The matchlefs glories of this blifsful days 
The joys are fuch, as far tranfcend your rage, 
When tender youth has wedded ftooping age. 340 

The beauteous dame fat fmiling at the board, 
And darted amorous glances at her Lord. 
Not Hefter's felf, whofe charms the Hebrews fing, 
E'er looked fo lovely on herPerfian King: 
Bright as the rifing fun, in fummer's day, 34.5 

And frefh and blooming as the month of May I 
The joyful Knight furvey'd her by his' fide, 
Nor cnvy'd Paris with the Spartan bride 2 

Still 
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Still as his mind revolv'd with vaft delight 

Th' entrancing raptures of th* approaching night, J50 

Reftlefs he fate, invoking every power 

To fpeed his blifs, and hafte the happy hour. 

Meantime the vigorous dancers beat the ground, 

And fongs were fung, and flowing bowls went round. 

With odorous fpices they perfum'd the place, 355 

And mirth and pleafure (hone in every face. 

Damian alone, of all the menial train, 
Sad in the midft of triumphs, fightd for pain ; 
Damian alone, the Knight's obfequious fquire, 
Confunfd at heart, and fed a fecret fire. 360 

His lovely Miftrefs all his foul poffefs'd, 
He look'd, he languifh'd, and could take no reft : 
His tafk performed, he fadly went his way, 
Fell on his bed, and loath'd the light of day. 
There let him lie; till his relenting dame 365 

Weep in her turn, and wafte in equal flame. 

The weary fun, as learned Poets write, 
Forfook th' Horizon, and roll'd down the light 5 
While glittering ftars his abfent beams fupply* 
And night's dark mantle overfpread the fky. 370 

Then rofe the guefts ; and, as the time requir'd, 
Each paid his thanks, and decently retired. 

The foe once gone, our Knight prepaid V undrefs, 
So keen he was, and eager to poffefs : 
But firft thought fit th' affiftance to receive, 375 

Which grave Fhyfrcians fcruple not to give ; 
Satyrion near, with hot Eringos ftood, 
Cantharides, to fire the lazy blood, 

Whofc 
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Whofe ufe old Bards defcribe in lufcious rhymes, 
And Critics leanf d explain to modern times. 380 

By this the meets were fpread, the bride undrefsM, 
The room was fprinkled, and the bed was blefs'd. 
What next enfued befeems not me to fay ; 
*Tis fung, he labour'd till the dawning day, 
Then brifkly fpmng from bed, with heart £6 light, 
As all were nothing he had done by night $ 
And fip'd his cordial as he fat upright. 
He kifs'd his balmy fpoufe with wanton play, 
And feebly fung a lufty roundelay : 
Then on the couch his weary limbs he caft : 350 

Por every labour muft have reft at laft. 

But anxious cares the penfive Squire opprefs'd, 
Sleep fled his eyes, and peace forfook his breaft $ 
The raging flames that in his bofqm dwell, 
He wanted art to hide, fnd means to tell, 395 

Yet hoping time th* occafion might betray, 
Composed a fonnet to the lovely May ; 
Which, writ and folded with the niceft art, 
He wrappM in filk, and laid upon his heart. 

When now the fourth revolving day was run, 400 
('Twas June, and Cancer had receivM the Sun) 
Forth from her chamber came the beauteous bride ; 
The good old Knight mov'd (lowly by her fide. 
High mafs was fung $ they feafted in the hall j 
The fervants round flood ready at their call. 405 

The Squire alone was abfent from the board, 
And much his ficknefs griev'd his worthy Lord, , 

Who 
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Who pray'd his fpoufe, attended with her train, 

To vifit Damian, and divert his pain* 

Th' obliging dames obey'd with one confent j 4x0 

They left the hall, and to his lodging went. 

The female tribe furround him as he lay. 

And clofe befide him fate the gentle May » 

Where, as ihe try'd his pulfe, he foftly drew 

A heaving figh, and cait a mournful view i 415 

Then gave his bill, and brib'd the powers divine, 

With fecret vows, to favour his defign. 

Who ftudies now but difcontented May ? . 
On her foft couch uneafily ihe lay : 
The lumpifh huiband fnor'd away the night, 420 

Till .coughs awak'd him near the morning light. 
What then he did, I'll not prefume to tell, 
Nor if me thought herfelf in heaven or hell : . . 
Honeft and dull in nuptial bed they lay, 
Till the bell tolPd, and all arofe to pray* 425 

Were it by forceful deftiny decreed, 
Or did from chance, or nature's power proceed $ 
Or that' fome ftar, with afpeft kind to love, 
Shed its fele&eft influence from above 3 
Whatever was the caufe, the tender dame 430 

Felt the firft motions of an infant flame $ 
Received th' impreffions of the love-lick. Squire, 
And wafted in the foft infectious fire : 

Ye fair, draw near, let May's example move 
Your gentle minds to pity thofe who love ! 435 

Had fome fierce tyrant in her ftead been found, 
The poor adorer fure had hang'd, or drown'd : 

Vol. I. R But 
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But the, your fex's mirrour, free from pride, 
Was much too meek to prove a homicide. 

But to my tale : Some fages have defined 440 

Pleafurc the fovereign blifs of human-kind : 
Our Knight (who fbudy'd much, we may fuppofe) 
Derived his high philofophy from thofej 
For, like a prince, he bore the van: expence 
Of lavifh pomp, and proud magnificence : 445 

His houfe was ftately, his retinue gay, 
Large was his train, and gorgeous his array* 
His fpacious. garden, made to yield to none, 
Was compafs'd round with walls of (olid ftone 5 
Priapus could not half defcribe the grace 459 

(Though God of gardens) of this charming pl*te: 
A place to tire the rambling wits of France 
In long defcriptions, and exceed Romance; 
Enough to ihame the gentleft bard that finga 
Of painted meadows, and of purling fprings. 455 

Full in the centre of the flowery ground, 
A cryftal fountain fpread its ftreams around^ 
The fruitful banks with verdant laurels, crowned 
About this fpring (if ancient fame fay true) 
The dapper Elves their moon-light fports purfue : 4601 
Their pigmy king* and little fairy queen, 
In circling dances gambol'd an the green, 
While tuneful fprites a merry concert made, 
And airy mufic warbled through the (hade. 

Hither the noble knight would oft repair, 465 

(His fcene of pleafure, and peculiar care) 

For 
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For this he held it dear, and always bore 

The filver key that lock'd the garden-door. 

To fhis fweet place in fummer's fultry heat, 

He us'd from noife and bufinefs to retreat j 470 

And here in dalliance fpend the live-long day, 

" Solus ciim fola,^ with his fprightly May, 

For whate'er work was undifcharg'd a-bed, 

The duteous knight in this fair garden fped. 

But, ah ! what mortal lives of blifs fecure r 475 

How fhort a fpace our worldly joys endure ! 
O Fortune, fair, like all thy treacherous kind, 
But faithlefs ftill, and wavering as the wind ! 
O painted monfter, fornVd mankind to cheat, 
With pleafmg poiibn, and with foft deeeit ! 480 

This rich, this amorous venerable knight, 
Amidft his eafe, his folace and delight, 
Struck blind by thee, refigns his. days to grief, 
And calls on death, the wretch's 1 aft relief. 

The rage of jealoufy then ieiz*d his mind, 485 

For much he fear'd the faith of woman-kind. 
His wife, not fuffer'd from his fide to ftray, 
Was captive kept ; he watch'd her night and day,- 
Abridg'd her pleafures, and confined her fway. 
Full oft in tears did hapleft May complain, 490 

And figh'd full oft 5 but figh'4 and wept in vain : 
She look'd on Damian with a leaver's eye, 
For, oh, 'twas fix'd 5 flie muft poffeis or die ! 
Nor lefs impatience vexM her amorous Squire, 
Wild with delay, and burningwithxlenre. 49S 

R z Watch'd 
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Watch'd as (he was, yet could he not refrain 
By fecret writing to difclofe his pain : 
The dame by figns reveal'd her kind intent, 
Till both were confcious what each other meant. 

Ah, gentle Knight, what would thy eyes avail, 500 
Though they could fee as far as mips can fail ? 
*Tis better, fiire, when blind, deceived to be, 
Than be deluded when a man can fee ! 

Argus himfelf, fo cautious and fo wife, 
Was over-watch'd, for all his hundred eyes : 505 

So many an honed hufband may, 'tis known, 
Who, wifely, never thinks the cafe his own. 

The dame at laft, by diligence and care, 
Procur'd the key her Knight was wont to bear ; 
She took the wards in wax before the fire, 510 

And gave th' impreflion to the trufty Squire. 
By means of this, fome wonder fhall appear, 
Which, in dtte place and feafon, you may hear. 

Well fung fweet Ovid, in the days of yore, 
What flight is that, which love will not explore ? 515 
And Pyramus and Thiibe plainly fhow 
The feats true lovers, when they lift, can da 3 
Though watch'd and captive, yet in fpite of all, 
They found the art of kiffing through a wall. 

But now no longer from our tale to ftray j 5x0 
It happM, that once upon a fummer's day, 
Our reverend Knight was urg'd to amorous play ; 
He rais'd his fpoufe ere Matin-bell was rung, 
And thus his morning canticle he fung. 

Awake, 
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Awake, my love, difclofe thy radiant eyes 5 525 

Arife, my wife, my beauteous lady, rife ! 
Hear how the doves with penfive notes complain, 
And in foft murmurs tell the trees their pain 5 
The winter *s paft ; the clouds and tempefts fly ; 
The fun adorns the fields, and brightens all the fky. 
Fair without fpot, whofe every charming part 
My bofom wounds, and captivates my hearts 
Come, and in mutual pleafures let's engage, 
Joy of my life, and comfort of my age. 

This heard, to Damian ftraight a fign (he made, 535 
To hafte before ; the gentle Squire obeyed s 
Secret, and undefcry'd, he took his way, 
And ambauVd clofe behind an arbour lay. 

It was not long ere January came, 
And hand in hand with him his lovely dame 5 540 

Blind as he was, not doubting all was fure, 
He turn'd the key, and made the gate fecure. 

Here let us walk, he faid, obferv'd by none, 
Confcious of pleafures to the world unknown t 
So may my foul have joy, as thou, my wife, 545 

Art far the deareft folace of my life ; 
And rather would I chufe, by Heaven above, 
To die this inftant, than to lofe thy love. 
Refleft what truth was in my paffion (hewn, 
When unendow'd I took /thee for my own, 550 

And fought no treafure but thy heart alorie. 
Old as I am, and now deprived of fight, 
Whilft thou art faithful to thy own true Knight, 
Nor age nor blindnefs rob me of delight, 

R 3 Each 
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Each other lofs with patience I can bear, 555 

The lofs of thee is what I only fear. 

Confider then, my lady, and my wife, 
The folid comforts of a virtuous life. 
As, firft, the love of Chrift himfelf you gain j 
Next, your own honour undenTd maintain $ 560 

And laftly, that which fure your mind muft move, 
My whole eftate mail gratify your love : 
Make your own terms, and ere to-morrow's fun 
Difplays his light, by Heaven, it mall be done. 
I feal the contract with a holy kifs, 565 

And will perform, by this— my dear, and this— 
Have comfort, fpoufe, nor think thy Lord unkind ; 
? Tis love, not jealoufy, that fires my mind. 
For when thy charms my fober thoughts engage, 
And join'd to them my own unequal age, 570, 

From thy dear fide I have no power to part, 
Such fecret tranfports warm my melting heart. 
For who, that once pofiefs'd thofe heavenly charms^ 
Could live one moment abfent from thy arms ? 

He ceas'd, and May with modeft grace reply'd j 575 
(Weak was her voice, as while me fpoke flie cry'd:) 
Heaven knows (with that a tender figh (he drew) 
I have a foul to fave as well as you ; 
And, what no lefs you to ray charge commend* 
My deareft honour, will to death defend* $%• 

To you in holy Church I gave my hand, 
And join'd my heart in wedlock's facred band 1 
Yet, after this, if yeu diftruft my care, 
Then hear, my Lord, and witnefs wfcat I fivcar. 

Firft 
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Firft may the yawning earth her bofom rend, 585 
And let me hence to hell alive defcend $ 
Qr die the death I dread no lefs than hell, . 
Sew'd in a fade, aj%d.pluAg'd into a well 5 
%re I my fame by one lewd aft difgrace, 
pr once renounce the honour of my race, 590 

$or know. Sir Knight, of gentle blood I came, 
I loath a whore, and ftartle at the name. 
But jealous men on their own crimes reflect, 
And learn from thence their ladies to fofpeft : 
Elfe why thefe needlefe cautions, Sir, to roe ? 59$ 
Thefe doubts and fears of itmale canflancy ! 
This. chime ftill rings in every lady's ear, 
The only ftrain a wife waaft Jbope to hear. 

Thus while (he ipake, a flddong glance fhe caft, 
Where Damian, kneeling, worihip'd as fhe paft. 600 
She faw him watch the motions of her *ye, 
And tingled out a pear-tree planted nigh ; 
*Twas charged with fruit that made a gpodly {how* 
And hung with dangling pears was every -bough. 
Thither th* obftquiaus Squire addrefs'd his pace, '605 
^Vnd, climbing, in the fummit took bis place ^ 
The Knight and Lady walk'd beneath j» view, 
Where let us leave them, and our tale purine. 

*Twas now the feafon when die glorious Jun 
His heavenly progrefs through the Twim had run $610 
And Jove, exalted, his mild influence yields, 
To glad the glebe, and paint the flowery fields, 
Clear was the day, and JPh&bus, riling bright, 
Had ftreak'4 the azure Armament with light ; 

B* He 
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He pierc'd the glittering clouds with golden frreams, 
And warm'd the womb of earth with genial beams. 

It fo befel, in that fair moming-tide, 
The Fairies fj>oited on the garden-fide, 
And in the midft their Monarch and his bride. 
So featly tripp'd the light-foot ladies round, 620 

The knights fo nimbly o'er the -greenfword bound, 
That fcarce they bent the flowers, or touch'd die 

ground. ■■-.-... 

The dances ended, all the fairy train 
For pinks and dailies (earch'd the flowery plain ; 
While, on. a bank reclin'd: of rifing green, . ' 6%$ 
Thus, with a frown, the King befpoke his Queen. 

'Tis too apparent, argue what you can, 
The treachery you women ufe to man : 
A thoufand authors have this truth made out, 
And fad experience leaves no room for doubt. 630 

Heaven reft thy fpirit, noble Solomon, 
A wifer monarch never faw the fun 5 
All wealth, all honours, the fupreme degree . 
Of earthly blifs, was well beftowM on thee ! 
For fageiy haft thou faid : Of all mankind, 635 

One only juft and righteous hope to find : 
But fhouldft thou fearch the fpacious world around, 
Yet one good woman is not to be found. 

Thus fays. the King, who knew your wickednefs 1 
The fon of Sirach teftifies no lefs. 640 

So may fame wildfire on your bodies fall, 
Or forae. devouring plague confume you all 5 

As 
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As well you view the leacher in the tree, 

And well this honourable Knight you fee j 

But fince he *s blind and old (a helplefs cafe) 645 

His Squire fhall cuckold him before your face. 

Now, by my own dread majefty I fwear, 
And by this awful fceptre which I bear, 
No impious wretch (hall Tcape unpunifhM long, 
^t hat in my pirefence offers fuch a wrong. 650 

I will this inftant undeceive the Knight, 
And in thevery aft rettore his fight : 
And fet the (trumpet here in open view, 
A warning to thefe Ladies, and to you, ' 
And all the faithlef* fex, for ever- to be true. 655 

And will you fo, reply'd the Queen, indeed ? > 
Now, by my mothers foul it is decreed," .- i~ ■ ' 
She fhall not want an anfwer at her need. 
For her, and for her daughters, 111: engage, x 

And all the fex in each fucceeding age! i 6(# 

Art (hall be theirs, fo varnifh an offence^ - : - *- 
And fortify their crimes with confidence. 
Nay, were they taken -in a (bift embrace,-' 
Seen with both eyes, and pinion'd on'the place j 
All they fhall need is io proteft and fwear, •-' 66$ 

Breathe a fof t figh, and drop a tender* tear ) 
Till their wife hwfbands, gullM by arts like thefe, 
Grow gentle, tradable, and tame as geefe* 

What though this flanderous Jew, this Solomon, 
Call'd women fools, and knew full many a one $ 67* 
The wifer wits ,of later times . declare, - • 

How conffont, ckafte, and virtuoua women are s 

Witoeft 
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Witnefs the martyrs, who refign'd their breath, 
Serene in torments, unconcerned in death $ 
/Vnd witnefs next what Roman authors tell, 675 

How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell. 

But, fince the /acred leaves to all are free. 
And men interpret texts, why (houjd not we ? 
By this no more was meant, than to have mown, 
That fovereign-goodnefs dwells in him alone 6 So 
Who only is, and k but only One. 
But grant the word; mall women then be weigh'd 
By every word tjjat Solomon has faid ? 
What though this King (as ancient ftory boafts) 
Built a fair. Temple to the Lard of Hofls j 6%$ 

lit ceas'd at :la£ his Maker to adore, 
And did as much for Idol gods, or more* 
Beware what lavifh praifes you confer 
On a rank Jeacher and idolater 5 
Wfcofe reign, indulgent God, fays holy writ, 690 
Did but for David's righteous lake permit) 
David, the monarch after Heaven V own mind, 
Who lov'd our fa, and honoured all our kind* 

Well, I 'm a Woman, and aa fuch nraft fpeak; 
Silence would (well me, and my heart would break. 
Know then, I fcorn your dull authorities, 
Your idle wits, and all. their learned Iks. 
By Heaven, thole authors are our fa's foes, 
Whom, in our right, I muft and will oppofe. 

Nay (quoth die King) dear Madam, be not wroth 1 

I yield it up $ but fiuce I gave my oath, 670 

That this much-injur'd knight again mould (be s 

It mvft be done— J am a King, faid he. 

- A»d 
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And one, whofe faith has ever facred been. 

And fo has mine ((he feid)— I am a Qaeen : 705 

Her anfwcr (he (hall have, I undertake j 
And thus an end of all difpute I make. 
Try when you lift ; and you (hall find, my Lord, 
It is not in our fex to break pur word. 

We leave them here in this heroic ftrain, 710 

And to the Knight our ftory turns again 3 
Who in the garden, with his lovely May, 
Sung merrier than the Cuckow or the Jay t 
This was his fbng j " Oh kind and conftant be, 
" Conftant and kind Til ever prove to thee." 7*5 

Thus finging as he went, at laft he drew 
By eafy fteps, to where the Pear-tree grew : 
The longing dame look'd up, and fpy'd her Love 
Full fairly perch'.d among the boughs above. 
She ftopp'd, and (ighing : Oh good Gods ! (he cry'd, 
What pangs, what fudden (hoots, diftend my fide I 
O for that tempting fruit, fo fre(h, fo green; 
Help, for the love of Heaven's immortal Queen I 
Help, deareft Lord, and fave at once the life 
Of thy poor infant, and thy longing wife I 7*5 

Sore figh'd the Knight to hear his Lady's cry, 
But could not climb, and had no fervant nigh: 
Old as he was, and void of eye-fight too, 
What could, alas ! a helplefs hu(band do ? 
And muft I languifh then, (he faid, and die, $fO 

Yet view the lovely fruit before my eye r 
At leaft, kind Sir, for charity's fweet fake, 
Vouchfafe the trunk between your arms to take 

Then 
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Then from your back I might afccnd the tree 5 

Do you but (loop, and leave the reft to me. 73$ 

With all my foul, he thus reply'd again, 
I'd fpend my deareft blood to eafe thy pain. 
With that, his back againft the trunk he bent, 
She feiz'd a twig, and up the tree (he went. 

Now prove your patience, gentle ladies all I 740 
Nor let on me your heavy anger fall : 
•Tis truth I tell, though not in phrafe refin'd ; 
Though blunt my tale, yet honeft is my mind. 
What feats the Lady in the Tree might do, 
I pafs, as gambols never known to you 5 745 

But fure it was a merrier fit, (he fwore, 
Than in her life ftie ever felt before. 

In that nice moment, lo ! the wondering knight 
Lookt out, and ftood reftor'd to fudden fight. 
Straight on the tree his eager eyes he bent, 750 

As one whofe thoughts were on his fpoufe intent; 
But when he faw his bofom-wife fo drefs'd, 
His rage was fuch as cannot be exprefs'd : 
Not frantic mothers when their infants die, 
With louder clamours rend the vaulted Iky : 755 

He cry'd, he roar'd, he ftorm'd, he tore his, hair; 
Death ! hell ! and furies \ what doft thou do there ? 

What ails my Lord ? the trembling dame reply'd 5 
I thought your patience had been better try'd : 
Is this your love, ungrateful and unkind, 760 

This my reward for having cur'd the blind ? 
Why was I taught to make my hulband fee, 
By ftruggling with a Man upon a Tree r 

Did 
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Did I for this the power of magic prove ? 

Unhappy wife, whofe ciime was too much love ! 765 

If this be ftruggling, by this holy light, 
*Tis ftruggling with a vengeance (quoth the Knight) 
So Heaven preferve the fight it has reftor'd, 
As with thefe eyes I plainly faw thee whor'd $ 
Whor'd by my flave— perfidious wretch I may hell 770 
As furely feize thee, as I faw too well. 

Guard me, good Angels ! cry'd the gentle May, 
Pray Heaven, this magic work the proper way I 
Alas, my love ! 'tis certain, could you fee, 
You ne'er had us'd thefe killing words to me : 775 
So help me, Fates, as 'tis no perfect fight, 
But fome faint glimmering of a doubtful light. 

What I have {aid (quoth he) I muft maintain, 
For by th' immortal powers itfeand too plain— 

By all thofe powers, fome frenzy feiz'd your mind 
(Reply'd the dame) : are thefe the thanks I find ? 
Wretch that I am, that e'er I was fo kind ! 
She faid ; a rifing figh exprefs'd her woe, 
The ready tears apace began to flow, 
And, as they feU, (he wip'd from either eye 785 

The drops (for women, when they lift, can cry). 

The Knight was touch'd, and in his looks appear'd 
Signs of remorfe, while thus his fpoufe he chear'd s 
Madam, 'tis paft, and my fhort anger o'er j 
Come down, and vex your tender heart no more : 790 
Excufe me, dear, if aught amifs was faid, 
For, on my foul, amends ihail foon be made : 

J-et 
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Let my repentance your forgivenefs draw, 
By Heaven, I fwore but what I thought I faw. 

Ah, my lov'd lord ! 'twas much unkind (fhe cry'd) 
On bare fufpicion thus to treat your bride. 
But, till your fight 's eftablifli'd, for a while, 
Imperfeft objefts may your fenfe beguile. 
Thus when from fleep we firft our eyes diiplay, 
The balls are wounded with the piercing ray, 800 
And dufky vapours rife, and intercept the day. 
So, juft recovering from the fiiades of night, 
Your fwimming eyes are drunk with fudden light, 
Strange phantoms dance around, and ikim before 

your fight : 

Then, Sir, be cautious, nor too rafhly deem 5 805 
Heaven knows how feldom things are what they feem ! 
Confult your reafon, and you foon mall find 
'Twas you were jealous, not your wife unkind : 
Jove ne'er fpoke oracle more true than this, 
None judge fo wrong as thofe who think amifs. 810 

With that ihe leap'd into her Lord's embrace. 
With well-diffembled virtue in her face. 
He hugg'd her clofe, and kifs'd her o'er and o*er, 
Difturb'd with doubts and jealoufies no more : 
Both, pleas'd and blefs'd, renew'd their mutual vows, 
A fruitful wife, and a believing fpoufe. 

Thus ends our tale $ whofe moral next to make, 
Let all wife hufbands hence example take ; 
And pray, to crown the pleafure of their lives, 
To be fo well deluded by their wives* tio 

THE 
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BEHOLD the woes of matrimonial life, 
And hear with reverence an experienced wife ! 
To dear-bought wifdom give the credit due, 
And think, for once, a woman tells you true. 
In all thefe trials I have borne a part, 5 

I was myfelf the fcourge that caus'd die (mart $ 
For, fince fifteen, in triumph have I led 
Five captive Hufbands from the Church to bed. 

Chrift faw a wedding once, the Scripture fays, 
And faw but one, 'tis thought, in all his days 5 to 

Whence fome infer, whofe confcience is too nice, 
No pious Chriftian ought to marry twice. 

But let them read, and fbrve me, if they can, 
The words addrefs'd to the Samaritan s 
Five times in lawful wedlock fhe was join'dj 95 

And fure the certain ftint was ne'er defin'd. 

" Encreafe and multiply,*' was Heaven's command, 
And that 's a text I clearly understand. 
This too, " Let men their fires and mothers leave, 
4* Aad to their dearer wives for ever cleave." *o> 
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More wives than one by Solomon were try'd, 
Or elfe the wifeft of mankind *s bely'd. 
Fye had myfelf fuH many a merry fit j 
And truft in heaven, I may have many yet, 
For when my tranfitpry-fpoufe, unkind, 
Shall die, and leave his woeful wife behind, 
I'll take the next good Chriftian I can find. 

Paul, knowing one could never ferve our turn, 
Declar'd 'Jwas better far to wed than burn. 
There 's danger in afTembling fire and tow 5 30 

I grant them that, and what it means you know. 
The fame apoftle too lias elfewhere own'd, 
No precept for Virginity he found : 
'Tis but a counfel— and we women ftill 
Take which we like, the counfel, or our will. 35 

I envy not their blifs, if he or fhe 
Think fit to live in perfect chaility 5 
Pure let them be, and free from taint of vice $ 
I, for a few flight fpots, am not fo nice ; 
Heaven calls us different ways, on thefe beftows 4© 
One proper gift, ranother grants to thofe : 
Not every man's, bblig'd to fell his ftore, 
And give up all his fubftance to the poor j 
Such as are perfect may, I can't deny j 
£ut, by your leaves, Divines, fo am not I. 45 

Full many a Saint, fince firft the world began, 

Liv'd an unfpotted Maid, in fpite of man : 

Let fuch (a-God's name) with fine wheat be fed, 

And let us honeft wives eat barley bread. 

for me, I'll keep the poft aifign'd by heaven, 50 

And ufe the copious talent it has given ; 

Let 
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Let my good fpoufe pay tribute, do me right, 

And keep an equal reckoning every night. 

His proper body is not his, but mine j 

For fo faid Paul, and Paul 's a found divine. 55 

Know then, of thofe five hufbands I have had, 
Three were juft tolerable, two were bad. 
The three were old, but rich and fond befide, 
And toil'd molt piteoufly to pleafe their bride : 
But fmce their wealth (the beft they had) was mine, 60 
The reft, without much lofs, I Could reiign. 
Sure to be lov'd, I took no pains to pleafe, 
Yet had more Pleafure far than they had Eafe. 

Prefents flow'd in apace : with mowers of gold, 
They made their court, like Jupiter of old. f j 

If I but fmil'd, a fudden youth they found, 
And a new p:\lfy feiz'd them when I frown'd. 

.Ye fovereign wives ! give ear and underftand, 
Thus mall ye fpeak, and exercife command. 
For never was it given to mortal man, 70 

To lie fo boldly as we women can s 
Forfwear the faft, though feen with both his eyes, 
And call your maids to witnefs how he lies. 

Hark, old Sir Paul ! ('twas thus I us'd to iky) 
Whence is our neighbour's wife fo rich and gay ? 75 
Treated, carefs'd, where'er (he's pleas'd to roam— 
I fit in tatters, and immur*d at home. 
Why to her houfe doft thou fo oft repair ? 
Art thou fo amorous ? and is (he fo fair ? 
If I but fee a coufin or a friend, $0 

Lord ! how you fwell, and rage like any fiend 1 . 

Vol. L S But 
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But you reel home, a drunken beaftly bear, 

Then preach till midnight in your eafy chair j 

Cry, wives are falfe, and every woman evil, , 

And give up all that 's female to the devil. S3 

If poor (you fay) (he drains her hufband's purfe] 
If rich, (he keeps her prieft, or fomething worfe ; 
If highly born, intolerably vain, 
Vapours and pride by turns poflefs her brain, 
Now gayly mad, now fourly fplenetic 5 90 

Freakifh when well, and fretful when (he 's fick. 
If fair, then chafte (he cannot long abide, 
By preffing youth attacked on every fide : 
If foul, her wealth the lufty lover lures, 
Or elfe her wit fome fool -.gallant procures, 95 

Or elfe (he dances with becoming grace, 
Or (hape excufes the defects of face. 
There fwims no goofe fo grey, but, fbon or late, 
She finds fome honeft gander for her mate. 

Horfes (thou fay'ft) atid afles men may try, 100 

And ring fufpe&ed veffels ere they buy : 
But wives, a random choice, untry'd they take, 
They dream in courtmip, but in wedlock wake : 
Then, nor till then, the veil's removed away, 
Ahdall the woman glares in open day. 105 

You "tell me, to preferve your wife's good grace, 
Your eyes muft always languFm on my face, 
Your tongue with conftant flatteries feed my ear, 
And tag each fentence with, My life 1 my dear ! 
If, by ftrange chance, a modeft bluffi be rajs'd, no 
Be furemy line complexion muft be prais'd. 

My 
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My garments always muft be new and gay, 

And feafts ftill kept upon my wedding-day. 

Then muft my nurfe be pleas'd, and favourite maid ; 

And endlefs treats, and endlefs vifits paid, 115 

To a long train of kindred, friends, allies j 

All this thou fay'ft, and all thou fay'ft are lies. 

On Jehkin too you caft a fquinting eye : 
What ! can your 'prentice raife youp jealoufy ? 
Frem are his ruddy cheeks, his forehead fair, 120 

And like the burnifli'd gold his curling hair. 
But clear thy wrinkled brow, and quit thy forrow, 
I'd fcorn your 'prentice, mould you die to-morrow. 

Why are thy chefts all lock'd ? on what defign ? 
Are not thy worldly goods and treafure mine ? 125 

Sir, I'm no fool : nor mail you, by St. John, 
Have goods and body to yourfelf alone. 
One you mall quit, in fpite of both your eyes— 
I heed not, I, the bolts, the locks, the fpies. 
if you had wit, you'd fay, " Go where you will, 130 
" Dear fpoufe, I credit not the tales they tell : 
" Take all the freedoms of a married life 5 
" I know thee for a virtuous, faithful wife." 

Lord ! when you have enough, what need you care 
How merrily foever others fare ? 135 

Though all the day 1 1 give and take delight, 
Doubt not, fufficient will be left at night. 
. *Tis but a juft and rational defire, 
To light a taper at a neighbour's fire* 

There *s danger too, you think, in rich array, 140 
And none can long be modeft that are gay. 

S * Tht 
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The Cat, if you but finge her tabby (kin, 
The chimney keeps, and fits content within ; 
But once grown (leek, will from her corner run, 
Sport with her tail, and wanton in the fun j 145 

She licks her fair round face, and friflcs abroad, 
To mew her fur, and to be catterwaw'd. 

Lo thus, my friends, I wrought to my defires 
Thefe three right ancient venerable (ires. 
I told them, thus you fay, and thus you do, 15* 

And told them falfe, but Jenkin fwore 'twas true. 
I, like a dog, could bite as well as whine, 
And firft complain'd, whene'er the guilt was mine, 
I tax'd them oft with wenching and amours, 
When their weak legs fcarce dragged them out of doors j 
And fwore the rambles that I took by night, 
Were all to fpy what damfels they bedight. 
That colour brought me many hours of mirth 5 
For all this wit is given us from our birth. 
Heaven gave to women the peculiar grace, i6p 

To fpin, to weep, and cully human race. 
By this nice conduit, and this prudent courfe, 
By murmuring, wheedling, ftratagem, and force, 
I ftill prevailed, and would be in the right, 
Or curtain -leftu res made a reftlefs night. 165 

If once my hufband's arm was o'er my fide, 
What ! fo familiar with your fpoufe ? I cry'd : 
I levied firft a tax upon his need : 
Then let him — 'twas a nicety indeed I 
Let all mankind this certain maxim hold, 270 

Marry who willy our fex is to be fold. 

With 
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With empty hands no taflels you can lure, 
But fulfome love for gain we can endure ; 
For gold we love the impotent and old, 
And heave, and pant, and kifs, and cling, for gold. 
Yet with embraces, curfes oft I mix'd, 
Then kifs'd again, and chid, and rail'd betwixt. 
Well, I may make my will in jfeace; and die, 
For not one word in man's arrears am I. 
To drop a dear difpute I was unable, 180 

Ev'n though the Pope himfelf had fat at table. 
But when my point was gain'd, then thus I fpoke, 
" Billy, my dear, how ftieepifhly you look ! 
" Approach, my fpoufe, and let me kifs thy cheek ; 
« c Thou fhould'ft be always thus, refign'd and meek ! 
" Of Job's great patience fince fo oft you preach, 
" Well mould you pra&ife, who fo well can teach. 
" 'Tis difficult to do, I muft allow, 
" But I, my deareft, will inftruct you how. 
€C Great is the blefling of a prudent wife, 190 

" Who puts a period to domeftic ftrife. 
" One of us two muft rule, and one obey 5 
" And fince in man right reafon bears the fway, 
" Let that frail thing, weak woman, have her way. 
«« The wives of all my family have rul'd 195 

" Their tender hufbands, and their paffions cool'd. 
€( Fy, 'tis unmanly thus to figh and groan $ 
" What ! would you liave me to yourfelf alone ? 
" Why take me, Love ! take all and every part ! 
* Here *s your revenge ! you love h at your heart. *oo 

S3 « Would 
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« Would I vouchfafe to fell what nature gave, 

" You little think what cuftora I could have. 

" But fee ! I'm all your own — nay hold — for frame j 

" What means my dear — indeed— you are to blame." 

Thus with my firft three Loyfjs I paft my life j 405 
A very, woman, and a very wife. 
What fums froin thefe,old fpoufes I could raife, 
Procured young hufbands in my riper days. 
Though paft my bloom, not yet decayed wa$ I, 
Wanton and wild, and chatter'd like a pie. aio 

In country dances ftill I bore the hell, 
And fung as fweet as evening Philomel. 
To clear my quailpipe, and refrefh my foul, 
Full oft I drained the fpicy nut-brown howl j 
Rich lufcious wines, that youthful blood improve, 215 
And warm the fwelling veins to feats of love : 
For 'tis as fure, as colcjL engenders hail, 
A liquorim mouth rauft Ijave a lecherous tail ; 
Wine lets no lover unrewarded go, 
As all true gamefters by experience know. 210 

But oh, good Gods ! whene'er a thought I caft 
Qn all the joys of youth and beauty paft, 
To find in pleafures I have had my part, 
Still warms me to the bottom of my heart. 
This wicked world was once my dear delight ; 225 
Now all my conquefts, all my charms, good night 1 
The flour confum'd, the beft that now I can, 
Is e'en to make my market of the bran. 

My fourth dear fpoufe was not exceeding true j 
He kept, 'twas thought, a private Mifs or two 5 230 

But 
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But all that fcorc I paid — as how ? you'll, fay, 

Not with my body, in a filthy way : 

But I fo drefs'd, and danc'd, and drank, and din'd j 

And viewM a friend with eyes fo very kind, 

As flung his heart, and. made his marrow fry, 235 

With burning rage, .and frantic jealoufy. . 

His foul, I hope, enjoys eternal glory, 

For here on earth I was his Purgatory- 

Oft, when his (hoe the moft feverely wrung, 

He put on carelefs airs, and fate and rung. 240 

How fore I galTd him, only heaven could know, 

And he that felt, and I that caus'd the woe. 

He dy'd, when laft from pilgrimage I came, 

With other goffips, from Jerafalem 5 

And now lies buried underneath a Rood* . 245 

Fair to be feen, and rear d o£ honeft wood. 

A tomb indeed, with fewer fculptures grae'd* 

Than that Maufolus? pious widow plac'd, 

Or where infbrin'd the great Darius lay - r 

But coft on graves is merely thrown away. 250 

The pit fiird up, with turf we covtr'd o'er $ 

So bled the good man's fotd, I fay no more. 

Now for my fifth lav d Lord, the laft and beft; 
(Kind heaven afford him everlaftrag reft 1) 
Full hearty was his lovey and I can Aew 255 

The tokens on my fibs in black and blue > 
Yet, with a knack, my heart he could ksrwe won, 
While yet the fmart was {hooting in the baoev 
How quaint an appetite in women reigns I 
Free gifts we fcorn, and love what coils us pains : 160 

S 4. Let 
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Let men avoid us, and on them we leap : 
A glutted market makes provifion cheap. 

In pure good -will I took this jovial ipark, 
Of Oxford he, a moft egregious clerk. 
He boarded with a widow in the town, %6$ , 

A trufty goflip, one dame Aiifon. 
Full well the fecrets of my foul fhe knew. 
Better than e'er our parifh-prieft could do. 
To her I told whatever could befall : 
Had but my hufband pifs'd againft a wall, 170 

Or done a thing that might have coft his life, 
She — and my niece — and one more worthy wife, 
Had known it all : what moft he would conceal, 
To thefe I made no fcruple to reveal* 
Oft has he bluih'd from ear to ear for fliame, 1,75 

That e'er he told a fecret to his dame. 

It fo befel, in holy time of Lent, 
That oft a day I to this goflip went 
(My hufband, thank my ftars, was out of town) 1 
From houfe to houfe we rambled up and down, »8o 
This clerk, myfelf, and my good neighbour Alfe, 
To fee, be feen, to tell, and gather tales. 
Vifits to every Church we daily paid, 
And marchd in every holy Mafquerade, 
The Stations duly and the Vigils kept 5 aSo 

Nof much we fafted, but fcarce ever flept. 
At Sermons too I (hone in fcarlet gay ; 
The wafting moth ne'er fpoil'd my beft array ; 
The caufe was this, X wore it every day. 

•Twas 
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'Twas when frefh May her early bloflbm yields, 290 
This Clerk and I were walking in the fields, 
We grew fo intimate, I^can't tell how, 
I pawned my honour and engag'd my vow, 
If e'er I laid my hufband in his urn, 
That he, and only he, mould ferve my turn. 295 

We ftraight (track hands, the bargain was agreed j 
I dill have fhifts againft a time of need : 
The moufe that always trufts to one poor hole, 
Can never be a moufe of any foul. 

I vow'd, I icarce could fleep fince firft I knew him, 
And durft be {worn he had bewitched me to him 5 
If e'er I ilept, I dream'd of him alone, 
And dreams foretell, as learned men have mown. 
All this I faid ; but dreams, firs, I had none x 

I follow'd but my crafty Crony's lore, 305 

Who bid me tell this lie— and twenty more. 
Thus day by day, and month by month we paft ; 

It pleas'd the Lord to take my fpoufe at laft. 

I tore my gown, I foil'd my locks with duft, 

And beat my breads, as wretched widows— muft. 31^ 

Before my face my handkerchief I fpread, 

To hide the flood of tears I did — not fhed. 

The good man's coffin to the Church was borne; 

Around, the neighbours, and my Clerk too, mourn. 

But as he march'd, good Gods ! he fhow'd a pair 3x5 

Of legs and feet, fo clean, fo ftrong, fo fair ! 

Of twenty winters age he feem'd to be 5 

I (to fay truth) was twenty more than he $ 

But 
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But vigorous ftill, a lively buxom dame 5 
And had a wondrous gift to quench a flame. 
A Conjurer once, that deeplycould divine, 
Aflur'd me, Mars in Taurus was ray fign. 
As the ftars ordered, fuch my life has been : 
Alas, alas, that ever love was fin ! 
Fair Venus gave me fire and fprightly- grace, 
And Mars affurance and a dauntlefs face. 
By virtue of tfets powerful conitellation, 
I followed always my own inclination. 

But to my tale : A month fcarce pafs'd away, 
With dance and fbng we kept the nuptial day. 
AH I poffefs'd I gave to his command, 
My goods and chattels, money, houfe, and land : 
But oft. repeated* and repent it ftill ; 
He prov'd a rebel to my fovereign will : 
Nay once, by Heaven, he ftruck me on the face ; 
Hear but the foft), and judge yourfelves the cafe. 

Stubborn as any iionefs was I ; 
And knew full well to raife my voice on high j 
•As true a rambler as I was before, 
And would be fa, in fpite of all he fwoms. 
He againft this right fagely would advife, 
And ©Id examples fct before my eyes, 
Tell how the Roman matrons led their life, 
Of Gracchus' mother, and Duitius* wile ; 
And clofe the iermon, as befeer* d his wit, 
With fome grave fentence out of Holy Writ. 
Oft would he fay, Who builds his houfe on fands, 
Pricks his blind horfe acrofs the fallow lands, 
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Or lets his wife abroad with pilgrims roam, 
Deferves a fool's-cap and long ears at home. 350 

All this tfvaird not* for whoe'er he be 
That tells my faults, I hate him mortally x 
# And fo do numbers more, I boldly fay, 
Men, women, clergy, regular, and lay. 

My fpoufe (who was, you know, to learning hred) 
A certain Treatife oft at evening read, 
Where divers Authors (whom the devil confound 
For all their lies) were in one volume bound. 
Valerius, whole j and of St. Jerome, partj 
Chryfippus and Tertullian, Ovid's Art, . 3(0 

Solomon's Proverbs, EloVfa's Loves ; 
And many more than fure the Church approves. 
More legends were there here of wicked wives, 
Than good, in all the Bible and Saints lives. f 

Who drew the Lion vanquifh'd ? 'Twas a Mail* 363 
But could we women write as fcholars can, 
Men mould ftand mark'd with far more wickednefs, 
Than all the fons of Adam could redrefs. 
Love feldom haunts the breaft where Learning lies, 
And Venus fets ere Mercury can rife. 37^ 

Thofe play the fcholars, who can't play the men, 
And ufe that weapon which they have, their pen ; 
When old, and paft the relifh of delight, 
Then down they fit, and in their dotage write, 
That not one woman keeps her marriage vow. 375 

(This by the way, but to my purpofe now.) 

It chane'd my hufband, on a winter's night, 
Read in this book, aloud, with ftrange delight, 

How 
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How the firft female (as the Scriptures (how) 

Brought her own fpoufe and all his race to woe. 3 So 

How Samfon fell 5 and he whom Dejanire 

Wrap'd in th' envenomM mirt, and fet on fire. 

How curs'd Eryphile her lord betray'd, • 

And the dire ambufh Clytemneftra laid. 

But what moft pleas'd him was the Cretan Dame, 385 

And Hufband-bull— oh monftrous, fie for fhame ! 

He had by heart the whole detail of woe 
Xantippe made her good man undergo 5 
How oft me fcolded in a day, he knew, 
How many pifs-pots on the Sage (he threw ; 350 

Who took it patiently, and wip'd his head 5 
€i Rain follows thunder," that was ^11 he faid. 

He read, how Arius to his friend complained, 
A fatal Tree was growing in his land, 
On which three wives fucceffively had twin'd 39$ 

A Aiding noofe, and waver'd in the wind. 
Where grows this plant (reply'd the friend), oh where ? 
For better fruit did never orchard bear. 
Give me fome flip of this moft blifsful tree, 
And in my garden planted fhall it be. 400 

Then how two wives their lords' deftru&ion prove, 
Through hatred one, and one through too much 

love; 
That for her hufband mix'd a poifonous draught, 
And this for luft an amorous philtre bought : 
The nimble juice foon feiz'd his giddy head, 405 

Frantic at night, and in the morning dead. 

How 
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How fome with fwords their deeping lords have (lain, 
And fome have hammer'd nails into their brain, 
And fome have drenchM them with a deadly potion 5 
All this he read, and read with great devotion, 410 
. Long time I heard, and fwellM, and blufh'd, and 

frown'd 5 
But when no end of thefe vile tales I found, 
When ftill he read, and laugh'd, and read again, 
And half the night was thus confum'd in vain 5 
Provok'd to vengeance, three large leaves I tore, 415 
And with one buffet fell'd him on the floor. 
With that my hufband in a fury rofe, 
And down he fettled me with hearty blows. 
I groan'd, and lay extended on my fide j 
Oh ! thou haft flain me for my wealth (I cry'd), 410 
Yet I forgive thee— take my laft embrace- 
He wept, kind foul ! and ftoop'd to kifs my face, 
I took him fuch a box as turn'd him blue, 
Then ugh'd and cry'd, Adieu, my dear, adieu ! 

But after many a hearty ftruggle pall, 415 

I condefcended to be pleas'd at laft. 
Soon as he faid, My miftrefs and my wife, 
Do what you lift, the term of all your life : 
I {:00k to heart the merits of the caufe, 
And flood content to rule by wholefome laws ; 430 
Received the reins of abfolute command, 
With all the government of houfe and land, 
And empire o'er his tongue, and o'er his hand. 
As for the volume that revil'd the dames, 
'Twas torn to fragments, and condemned to flames. 435 

Now 
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Now heaven on all my hufbands gone beftow 
Pleafures above, for tortures felt below : 
That reft they wifh*d for, grant them in the grave, 
And blefs thofe fouls my conduft help'd to fave ! 
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Tranflated in the Year m dcc lir. 



THE ARGUMENT, 

OEDIPUS King of Thebes, having by miftake (lain 
his father LaVus, and married his mother Jocafta, put 
out his own eyes, and refigned the realm to his fons, 
Eteocles and Polynices. Being neglefted by them, 
he makes his prayer to the fury Tifiphone, to fow de- 
bate betwixt the brothers. They agree at laft to reign 
fmgly each a year by turns, and the firft lot is obtain- 
ed by Eteocles. Jupiter, in a council of the Gods, de- 
clares his refolution of puniftiing the Thebans, and 
Argives alfo, by means of a marriage betwixt Polyni- 
ces and one of the daughters of Adraftus King of Ar- 
gos. Juno oppofes, but to no effeft; and Mercury 
is fent on a meflage to the Shades, to the ghoft of 
LaVus, .who is to appear to Eteocles, and provoke him 
to break the agreement. Polynices in the mean time 
departs from Thebes by night, is overtaken by a 
ftorm, and arrives at Argos j wherje he meets with 
Tydeus, who had fled from Calydon, having killed 
his brother. Adraftus entertains them, having re- 
ceived an oracle from Apollo, that his daughters 
mould be married to a Boar and a Lion, which he un- 
derftands to be meant of thefe ftrangers, by whom the 
hides of thofe beafts were worn, and who arrived at 
the time when he kept an annual feaft in honour of 
that God. The rife or this folemnity he relates to his 
sjuefts, the loves of Phoebus and Pfamathe, and the 
Itory of Chorcebus. He enquires, and is made ac- 
quainted with their defcent and quality. The facri- 
fice is renewed, and the book concludes with a Hymn 
to Apollo. 

The Tranflator hopes he needs not apologife for his ' 
choice of this piece, which was made aim oft in his 
Childhood. But, finding the Verfion better than he 
expected, he gave it fome Correction a few years after* 
wards. 
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T?Raternal rage, the guilty Thebes alarms, 

■* The alternate reign deftroy'd by impious arms, 

Demand our fong j a facred fury fires 

My raviih'd breaft, and all the Mufe infpires. 

O Goddefs, fay, Thall I deduce my rhymes 

From the dire nation in its early times, 

Europa's rape, Agenor's ftern decree, 

And Cadmus fearching round the fpacious Tea ? 

How with the ferpent's teeth he fow'd the foil, 

And reap'd an iron harveit of his toil ? 



10 
Or 



FRaternas acies, alternaque regna profanis 
Decertata odiis, fontefque evolvere Thebas, 
Pierius menti calor incidit. Unde jubetis 
Ire, Deae ? gentifne canam primordia dirae ? 
Sidonios raptus, et inexorabile pa&um 
Legis Agenoreae ? fcrutantemque aequora Cadmum ? 
Longo retro feries, trepidum fi Martis operti 
Agricolam infandis condentem praelia fulcis 
Vol. I, T 
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Or how from joining ftones the city fprung, 

While to his harp divine Airiphion fung ? 

Or mall I Juno's hate to Thebes refound, •> 

Whofe fatal rage th' unhappy Monarch found / 

The fire againft the fon his" arrows drew, i^ 

O'er the wide fields the furious mother flew, 

And while her arms a fecond hope ccmtain, " 

Sprung from the rocks, and ptung'd into the main. 

But waive whatever to Cadmus may belong, 
And fix, O Mufe 1 the barrier -of thy fong 20 

At Oedipus— from his difafters trace 
The long confufions of his guilty race : 
Nor yet attempt to ftretch thy bolder wing, 
And mighty Caefar's conquering eagles fing 5 
How twice he tanVd proud lfier*s rapid flood, 25 

While Dacian mountains ftream'd with barbarous blood ; 
Twice taught the Rhine beneath his laws to roll, 
And ftretch'dhis empire to the frozen Polej 

Or 

Expediam, penitufque fequar quo carmine maris 
Jufferit Amphion Tyrios accedere montes : 
Unde graves irae cognata in moenia Baccho, 
Quod faevae Junonis opus ; cui fumpferit arcum 
Infelix Athamas, cur non expaverit ingens 
Ionium, focio cafura Palaemone mater. 
Atque adeo jam nunc gemitus, et profpera Cadmi 
PraeteriifTe finam 5 limes mihi carminis efto 20 

Oedipodae confufa domus 5 quando Itala nondum 
Signa, nee Ar&oos aufim fperare triumphos, 
Bifque jugo Rhenum, bis adafrum legibus Iftrurty 
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Or long before, with early valour, ftrove 
In youthful arms t* #flert the caufe of Jove. 3P 

And Thou, great Jleir of all thy father's fame, 
Increafe of glory to the Latian name ! 
O blefs thy Rome with an eternal reign* 
Nor let defiling worlds entreat in vain. 
What though the ftars contract their heavenly fpace, 35 
And croud their mining ranks to yield thee place ; 
Though all the ikies, ambitious of thy fway, 
Confpire to court thee from our world away \ 
Though Phoebus longs to mix his rays with thine, 
And in thy glories more ferenely mine j 40 

Though Jove hiimfelf no lefs content would be 
To part his throne, and ihare his heaven with thee $ 
Yet (by, great Caefar ! and vouchfafe to reign 
O'er the wide earth, and o'er the watery main $ 

Refign 

Et conjurato deje&os vertice Dacos : 

Aut defenfa prius vix pubefcentibus annis 

Bella Jovis. Tuque o Latiae decus addite famae, 

Quern nova maturi fubeuntem exorfa. parentis 

Aeternum fibi Roma cupit : licet arftior omnes 

Limes agat fteilas, et te plaga lucida coeli 

PleVadum, Boreaeque, et hiulci ruhninis expers 35 

Sollicitet j licet ignipedum fraettator equorum 

Ipf» tuis alte radiantem crinibus arcum 

Imprimat, aut magni cedat tibi Jupiter aequa 

Parte poli $ maneas hominum conttntus habenit, 
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Refign to Jove hi* empire of the Ikies, 45 

And people heaven with Roman deities. 

The lime will come, when a diviner flame 
Shall warm my breaft to fing of C*far*s fame : 
Meanwhile permit, that my preluding Mufe 
In Theban wars an humbler theme may chute t 5# 

Of furious hate furviving death, (he fings, 
A fatal throne to twa eontendi&g Kings^ 
And funeral flames, that parting wide in air 
Exprefs the difcord of the fouls they bear : 
Of towns difpeopled, and the wandering ghofts 55 
Of Kings unbury'd in the wafted coafts ; 
When Dirce's fountain bluuYd with Grecian blood, 
And Thetis, near Ifmenos' fwelling flood, 
With dread beheld the rolling furges fweep^ 
In heaps, his flaughterM fons into the deep. So 

What Hero, Clio ! wilt thou firft relate ? 
The rage of Tydeus, or the Prophet's fate ? 

Or 

Undarum terraeque potens, et (Idera dones. 45 

Tempus erit, cum Pierio tua fortior oeftro 

Fa&a canam : nunc tendo chelyn. fatis arma referre 

Aonia, et geminis fceptrum exitiale tyrannis, 

Nee furiis poft fata modum, flammafque rebelles 

Seditione rogi,. tumulifque carentia regum 

Funera, et egeftas alternis mortibus urbes j 55 

Caerula cum rubuit Lernaeo fanguine Dirce, 

Et Thetis arterites aJTuetum ftringere ripas* 

Horruit ingenti venientem Ifmenon acervo.. 
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Of how, with hills of (lain on every fide, 

Hippomedon repell'd the hoftile tide ? 

Or how the youth, with every grace adorn'd, <6$ 

Untimely fell, to be for ever mourn'd ? 

Then to. -fierce Capaneus thy verfe extend, 

And iing with horror his prodigious end. 

Wow wretched Oedipus, depriv'd of fight, 
Led a long death in everlafting night 5 -?• 

But, while he dwells where not a chearful ray 
Can pierce -the darknefs, and abhors the day; 
The clear reflecting, mind prefents his fin 
In frightful views, and .makes it day within ••$ 
Returning thoughts in «ndlefs circles roll, 75 

And thoufand furies haunt his .guilty foul, 
The wretch then lifted to th' *mpi tying flues 
Thofe empty orbs from whence he tore his eyes, 

Whofe 

Quern prius heroum Clio dabis ? immodicum irae ' 
Tydea ? laurigeri fubitos an vatis hiatus ? 
Urget et hoftilgm propellens caedibus amnem 
Turbidus Hippomedon, plorandaque bella protervi 64 
Arcados, atque alio Capaneus horrore canendus. 

Jmpia jam merita fcrutatus lumina dextra 
Merferat aeterna damnatum no&e pudorem 
Oedipodes, longaque animam iub morte fcnebat. 70 
likim indulgentem tenebris, imaeque receflu 
Sedis, inafpectos coelo, radiifque penates 
Servantem, tamen af&duis circumvolat alis 
Saeva dies animi, fcelerumque in pe&ore Dirae. 75 
Tunc vacuos orbes, crudum ac miferabile vitae 

T 3 
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Whofe wounds, yet frefh, with bloody hands he ftrook, 
While from his breaft thefe dreadful accents broke : 86 

Ye Gods \ that o'er the gloomy regions reign, 
Where guilty fpirits feel eternal pain $ 
Thou, fable Styx ! whofe livid ftreatns are roU'd 
Through dreary coafts, which I, though blind, behold : 
Tifiphone, that oft haft heard my prayer, 85 

Affift, if Oedipus deferve thy care ! 
If you receiv'd me from Jocafta's womb, 
And nurs'd the hope of mifchiefs yet to come t 
If, leaving Polybus, I took my way 
To Cyrrha's temple, on that fatal day, 9# 

When by the fon the trembling father dy'd, 
Where the three roads the Phocian fields divide 1 
If I the Sphynx's riddles durft explain, 
Taught by thyfelf to win the promised reign ; 

If 



Supplicium, oftentat coelo, manibufque cruentis 
Pulfat inane folum, fsvaque ita voce precatur : 80 

Pi fontes animas, auguftaque Tartara poenis 
Qui regitis, tuque umbrifero Styx livida rondo, 
Quam video, multumque mini confueta vocari 
Annue Tifiphone, perverfaque voia fecunda, 85 

Si bene quid merui, fi me de matre cadentem 
Fovifti gremio, et traje&um vulnere plantas 
Firmafti ; fi ftagna peti Cyrrhaea bicorni 90 

Interfufa jugo, poflem cum degere falfb 
Contentus Polybo, trifidaeque in Phocidos arce 
Longaevum irnplicui regem, ieouique trementis 
Ora fenis, dum quaero patrem ; fi Sphingos iniquae 



Bookl. THRBAIS OF STATIUS. > 79 

If wretched I, by baleful Furies led, 95 

With monftrous mixture ftairfd ray mother's bed, 
For hell and thee begot an impious brood. 
And -with full luft thofe horrid joys renewM ; 
Then felf-condemn'd, to ibades of endlefs night, 
Forc'd from thefe orbs the bleeding balls of fight 4 100 
O hear, and aid the vengeance I require, 
If worthy thee, and what thou might'ft infpirel 
My fons their old unhappy fire defpife, 
Spoil'd of his kingdom, and deprivM of eyes j 
Guidelefs I wander, unregarded mourn, 105 

While thefe exalt their iceptres o'er my urn j 
Thefe fons, ye Gods ! who, with flagitious pride, 
Infult my darknefs, and my groans deride. 

Art 



Callidus ambages, te praemonftrante, refolvi $ 
Si dulces furias, et lamentabile matris 95 

Connubium gavifus irii j no&emque ncfandam 
Saepe tuli, natofque tibi (fcis ipfa) paravi ; 
Mox avid us poenae digitis cedentibus ultro 
Incubui, miferaque oculos in matre reliqui : -109 

Exaudi, fi digna precor, quaeque ipfa furenti 
Subjiceres : orbum vifu regnifque parentem 
,Non regere, aut diclis moerentem fleftere adorti 
Quos genui, quocunque toro : quin ecce fuperbi 
(Proh dolor) et noib'o jamdudum funere reges, 
Infultant tenebris, gemitufque odere paternos. 
Hifne etiam funeilus ego ? et videt ifta deorum 



} 
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Art thou a Father, unregarding Jove ! 

And deeps thy thunder in the realms above ? uo> 

Thou Fury, then, fome lafting curfe entail. 

Which o'er their childrens children (hall prevail : 

Place on their heads that crown diftain'd with gore, 

Which thefe dire hands from my flain father tore j 

Go, and a parent's heavy curfes bear $ 115 

Break all the bonds of nature, and prepare 

Their kindred fouls to mutual hate and war. 

Give them to dare, what I might wi(h to fee 

Blind as I am, fome glorious villany ! 

Soon (halt thou find, if thou but arm their hands, n» 

Their ready guilt preventing thy commands : 

Couldft thou fome great, proportioned mifchief frame, 

They'd prove the father from whofe loins they came. 

The Fury heard, while on Cocytus* brink 
Her makes unty'd, fulphureous waters drink ; 125 

But 

Ignavus gen i tor ? tu faltem debita vindex 110 

Hue ades, et totos in poenam ordire nepotes. 

Indue quod.madidum tabo diadema cruentis 

Unguibus arripui, votifque inftin&a paternis 

I media in fratres, generis confbrtia ferro 115 

Difliliant : da Tartarei regina barathxi 

Quod cupiam vidine nefas, nee tarda (equetur 

Mens juvenum ; modo digna veni, mea pignora nofces. 

Talia ja&anti crudelis Diva feveros 
Advertit vultus 5 inamoenum forte fedebat 
Cocyton juxta, refolutaque vertice crines, 



Book I. THEBAIS OF STATTUS. *Si 

But at the fummons, roll'd her eyes around, 

And fnatclTd the darting ferpents from the ground. 

Not half fo fwiftly (hoots along in air, 

The gliding lightning, or defcending ftar. 

Through crouds of airy (hades Che wing'd her flight, • 

And dark dominions of the filent night ; 

Swift as (he pafsM, the flitting ghofts withdrew. 

And the pale fpettres trembled at her view : 

To th* iron gates of Taenarus (he flies, 

There fpreads her dufky pinions to the ikies. 135 

The day beheld, and, fickening at the fight, 

VeiTd her fair glories in the (hades of night. 

Affrighted Atlas, on the diftant (hore, 

Trembled, and (hook the heavens and gods he bore. 

Now from beneath Malea's airy height 144 

Aloft (he.fprung, and fteer'd to Thebes her flight j 

With eager fpeed the well-known journey took, 

Nor here regrets the hell (he late forfook. 

A hundred 

■ 1 ii ii 1 ■■ ■ , 

Lambere fulfureas permiferat anguibus undas. 

IHcet igne Jovis, lapfifque citatior aftris 

Triftibus exiliit ripis, difeedit inane 134 

Vulgus, et occurfus dominae pavet ; ilia per umbras ' 

Et caligantes, animarum examine campos, 

Taenariae limen petit irremeabile portae. 

Senflt adefle dies ; piceo nox obvia nimbo 135. 

Lucentes turbavit equos. procul arduus Atlas 

Horruit, et dubia coelum cervice remint. 

Arripit extemplo Maleae de valle refurgen* 14* ' 

Kotum iter ad Thebas t neque enim velocior ullas .* 
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A hundred fnakes her gloomy vifage made, 
A hundred ferpents guard her horrid .head, 145 

Jn her funk eyeballs dreadful meteors glow : 
Such rays from Phoebe's bloody circles flow, 
When, labouring with ftrong charms, (he ihoots from high 
A fiery gleam, and reddens all the iky. 
Blood ftaia'd her cheeks, and from her mouth there 
came 150 

Blue (learning poifons, and a length of flame* 
From every blaft of her contagious breath, • 
Famine and drought proceed, and plagues, and death. 
A robe obfcene was o'er her fhoulders thrown, 
A drefs by Fates and Furies worn alone. 155 

She tofs*d her meagre arms ; her better hand < 
fa waving circles whirl'd a funeral brand 1 

: : A ferpent 

1 ' ■ — ^~i ill i n n 1 — T— f»T ■ ■ ■ 

Itque reditque vias, cognataque Tartara mavult. 
Centum illi ftantes umbrabant ora ceraftae, 145 

Turba minor diri capitis : fedet intus abactis 
Feixea lux oculis 5 qualjs per nubxla Phoebe* 
Atracea rubet arte labor : fuffufa veneno 150 

Tcuditur, ac fanie gliicit cutis : igneus atro 
Ore vapor, quo longa fitis, morbique famefque, 
Et populis mors una venit. rigetiborrida lergo 
Palla, et caerulei redeunl in pe&eire nqdi. 
Ataopos hos, atque ipfa novat Proiecpinacultus. 155 
Turn gemiaas quatit ilia manus : fcaejc igne rogali 
Fulgurat, haec .vivo manus aera verberat hydro. 
Vt ftetit, abrupt* o 1 ua plurimus arce .Oithaeroa 
Occurxit coelo, fera fibiia crine yimtti 
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A ferpent from her left was feen to rear 
His flaming creft, and lafti the yielding air. 

But when the Fury took her Hand on high, x6o 

Where vaft Cithaeron's top falutes the (ky f 
A hifs from all the fnaky tire went round 5 
The dreadful fignal all the rocks rebound* 
And through th' Achaian cities fend the found. 
Oete, wim high Parnaflus, heard the voice 5 165 

Eurotas* banks remurmur'd to the noifej 
Again Leucothoe fhook at thefe alarms. 
And prefs'd Palaemon clofer in her arms.- 
Headlong from thence the glowing Fury fprings, 
And o'er the Theban palace fpreads her wings, 17* 
Once more invades the guilty dome, and fhrouds 
Its blight pavilions in a veil of clouds. 
Straight with the rage of all their race pofTefs'd, 
Stung to the foul, the brothers ftart from reft, 
And all their Furies wake within their breaft. 



k. 175* 
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Congeminat, fignum terris, unde omnis Achaei 

Qra maris late, Pelopeiaque regna refultant. 

Audiit et mediis coeli Parnaflus, et afper 165 

Eurotas, dubiamque jugo fragor impuiitOeten 

In latus, et geminis vix flu&ibus ohftitit Ifthmos. 

Ipfa fuum genitrix, curvo delphine vagantem 

Arripuit frenis, gremipque Palaemona pceifit. 

Atque ea Cadmaeo praeceps ubi limine primum 17* 

Cosftitit, auuetaque infecit nube penates, 

Protinus attoniti fratrum fub pe&pre motus, • 

Gentilefque animos fubiit furor, aegraque laetis. 
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Their torturM minds repining Envy tears, 

And Hate, engendered by fufpicious fears $ 

And facred Thirft of fway 5 and all the ties 

Of Nature broke 4 and royal Perjuries ; 

And impotent Defire to reign alone, i8« 

That fcorns the dull reverfion of a throne ; 

Each would the fweets of fovereign rule devour, 

While Difcard waits upon divided power, 

As ftubbom fteers by brawny plowmen broke, 
And join'd relu&ant to the galling yoke, 185 

Alike difdain with fervile necks to bear 
Th* unwonted weight, or drag the crooked (hare, 
But rend the reins, and bound a different way, 
And all the furrows in confufion lay 1 
Such was the difcord of the royal pair, X90 

Whom fury drove precipitate to war. 

In 

- - . - 

y 

Invidia, atque parens odii metus : inde regendi 

Saevus amor : ruptaeque vices, jurifque fecundi 

Ambitus impatient, et fummo dulcius unum 

Stare loco, fociifque comes difcordia regnis. 180 

Sic *ubi dele&os per torva armenta juvencos 

Agricola impofito fociare affectat aratro : 

Illi indignantes quis nondum vomere multo 

Ardua nodofos cervix defcendit in armos, 

In diverfa trahunt, atque aequis vincula laxant 

Viribus, et vario confundunt limite fulcos : 

Haud fecus indomitos praeceps difcordia fratres t$o 

Afperat. alterni placuit fub legibus anni 

Exilio mutare ducem. fie, jure maltgno 
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In vaia the chiefs contriv'd a fpecious way, 

To govern Thebes by their alternate fway : 

Unjuft decree! while this enjoys the ftate, 

That mourns in exile his unequal fate, 195 

And the fhort monarch of a hafty year 

Forefees with anguifh his returning heir. 

Thus did the league their impious arms reftrain, 

But fcarce fubfifted to the fecond reign. 

Yet then, no proud afpiring piles were rais'd, 10© 
No fretted roofs with poliftVd metals blax'd j 
No labour' d columns in long order plac'd, 
No Grecian ftone the pompous arches grac'dj 
No nightly bands in glittering armour wait 
Before the fleeplefs Tyrant's guarded jgate j 205 

No chargers then were wrought in burniih'd gold, 
Nor filver vales took, the forming mold ; - • 

Nor 

Fortunam tranfire jubent, ut fceptra tenentem 
Foedere praecipiti femper novus angeret haeres. 
Haec inter fratres pietas erat } haec mora pugnae 
Sola, nee in regem perduratura fecundun. 

Et nondum crafTo laquearia fulva metallo, 300 

Montibus aut alte Graiis effulta nitebant 
Atria, congeftos fatis explicitura clientee* 
Non impacatis regum advigilantia fomnis 10 f 

Pila, nee alterna fern ftatione gementes 
Excubiae, nee cura mero committere gemmas, 
Atque aurum violare cibis. Sed nuda poteftaa 
Armavit fratres : pugna eft de paupere regno. 
Dumque utcr anguftae fqualentia jugera Oircea 
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Nor gems on bowls embofs'd were feen to mine, 
Blaze on the brims, and fparkle in the, wine*— 
Say, wretched rivals ! what provokes your rage ? iio 
Say, to what end your impious arms engage r 
Not all bright Phoebus views in early morn, 
Or when his evening beams the weft adorn, 
When the fouth glows .with his meridian ray, 
And the cold north receives a fainter day $ 115 

For crimes like thefe, not all thofe realms (office, 
Were all thofe realms the guilty vi&or's prize ! 
But fortune now (the lots of empire thrown) 
Decrees to proud Eteocles the crown : 
What joys, oh Tyrant ! fwell'd thy foul that day, 420 
When all were (laves thou couldft around furvey, 

PleasM 

^ — — Vbiiiij 

Verteret, aut Tyrii folio non altus ovaret 

Epulis, ambigitur; periitjus, fafque, bonumque, 

Et vitae, mortifque pudor. Quo tenditis irae, no 

Ah miferi ? quid fi peteretur crimine tanto 

Limes uterque poll, quern Sol emiflus E60 

Cardine, quern porta vergens profpe&at Iberar 

Quafque procul terras obliquo fidere tangit 

Avius, aut Borea gelidas, madidive tepe n tet 115 

Igne Noti ? quid fi Tyriae Phrygiaeve fub untan 

Conve&entur opes ? loca dira, arcefque nefandae 

Suflfecere odio, furtifyue immanibus emptum eft 

Oedipodae fedifle loco. Jam forte carebat 

Dilatus Polynicis honos. quis turn tibi, faeve, 420 

Quis fuit ille dies ? vacua cum folus in aula 

Refpiceres jus omae tu«m> ctm&ofque minores, 
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Pleas'd to behold unbounded power thy own, 
And fingly fill a fear'd and. envy'd throne I 

But the vile Vulgar, ever difcontent, 
Their growing fear* in fecret murmurs vent 5 4*5 

Still prone td change, though ftill the Haves of ftate, • 
And fure the monarch whom they have, to hate 5 
New lords they madly make, then tamely bear, 
And foftly curfe the Tyrants whom they fear. 
And one of thofe who groan beneath the (way 130 

Of Kings impos'd, and grudgingly obey, 
(Whom envy to the great and vulgar fpighit 
With fcandal arm'd, th* ignoble mind's delight) 
Exclaim'd-^O Thebes ! for thee what fates remain ! 
What woes attend this inaufpicious reign ! S3 5 

Muft we, alas ! our doubtful necks prepare, 
Each haughty matter's yoke by turns to bear, 
And ftill to change whom chang'd we ftill muft fear ? 
Thefe now control a wretched people's" fate, 
Thefe can divide, and thefe reverie the ftate s 340 

Ev'n Fortune rules no more :— O fervile. land, 
Where exil'd tyrants ftill by turns command 1 

Thou 

* « ■ I 

Et nufquam pat ftare caput ? Jam murmura ferpunt 
Plebis Echioniae, tacitumque a principe vulgus 
Diflidet, et (qui mos populis) venttunrg amatur* 
Atque aliquis, cui mens humili laefifle veneno 
Summa, nee irapbfitos unquam cervice volenti 
Ferre duces : Hancne Ogygiis, ait, afpera rebus 135 
Fata tulere vicem ? toties mutare timendos, 
Alternoque jugo dubitantia fubdere colla I 
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Thou fire, of gods and men, imperial Jove ! 

Is this th' eternal doom decreed above ? 

On thy own offspring haft thou fix'd this fate, 145 

From the firft birth of our unhappy ftate ; 

When banifiVd Cadmus, wandering o'er the main, 

For loft Europa fearch'd the world in vain, 

Andy fated in Boeotian fields to found 

A rifing empire on a foreign ground,. 250 

Firft rais'd our walls on that iU-omea*d plain, 

Where earth-born brothers were by brothers (lain ? 

What lofty looks th' unrivaTd monarch bears ! 

How all the tyrant in his face appears 1 

What fullen fury clouds his fcornful brow ! 155 

Gods t how his eyes with threatening ardour glow ! 

Can this imperious lord forget to reign, 

Quit all his ftate, defcend, and ferve again ? 

Yet, 

Partiti verfant populorum fata, manuque 

Fortunam fecere levem. femperne viciflim 

Exulibus fcrvire dabor ? tibi, fumme deojrum, 

Terrarumque fator, fociis hanc addere mentem 

Sedit ? an inde vetus Thebis extenditur omen, 

Ex quo Stdonii nequicquam blanda juvenci 

Pondera, Carpathio juflus fide quaerere Cadmus 

Exul Hyanteos invenit regna per agros.s %$o 

Fraternafque acies foetae telluris hiatu, 

Augurium, feros dimifit adufque nepotes r - 

Cernis ut ere&um torva fub fronte minetur 

Saevior aflurgens dempto conforte poteftas ? 

Quas gerit ore.minas ? quanto premit omnia faftu I 
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Yet, who, before, more popularly bow'd, 

Who more propitious to the fuppliant croud ? 260 

Patient of right, familiar in the throne ? 

What wonder then f he was not then alone* 

O wretched we, a vile fubmiffive train, 

Fortune's tame fools, and (laves in every reign ! 

As when two winds with rival force contend, 265 
This way and that, the wavering fails they bend, 
While freezing Boreas and black Eurus blow, 
Now here, now there, the reeling veffel throw : 
Thus, on each fide, alas ! our tottering ftate 
Feels all the fury of refiftlefs fate 5 17a 

And doubtful ftill, and ftill diftraaed ftands, 
While that Prince threatens, and while this com- 
mands. 

And now th 1 almighty Father of the Gods 
Convenes a council in the bleft abodes : 

Far 

1 1 ■ ■ ■ ■ n 11 ■ I u 

Hicne unquam privatus erit ? tamen ille precanti 
Mitis, et aflfatu bonus et patientior aequi. 260 

Quid mirum ? non folus erat. nos vilis in oranes 
Prompta manus cafus domino cuicunque parati. 
Qualiter hinc gelidus Boreas, hinc nubifer Eurus 265 
Vela trahunt, nutat mediae fortuna carinae. 
Heu dubio fufpenfa metu, tolerandaque nuHis 
Afpera.fors populis i hie imperat : ille minatur. 270 

At Jovis imperiis rapidi fuper atria coeli 
Le&us concilio divum convenerat. ordo 
Interiore polo, fpatiis: hinc omnia juxta 

Vol. I. U 
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Far in the bright recefies of the ikies, 475 

High o'er the rolling heavens, a manfiori lies, 

Whence, far below, the Gods at once furvey 

The realms of riilng and declining day, 

And all th' extended fpace of earth, and air, and fea. 

Full in the midft, and on a ftarry throne, 280 

The Majefty of heaven fbperior (hone j 

Serene }ie iook'd, and gave an awful nod, 

And all the trembling fpheres confefs'd the God, 

At Jove's aflent, the deities around 

In folemn ftate the confiftory crown'd. 285 

Next a long order of inferior powers 

Afcend from hills, and plains, and fhady bowers 5 

Thofe from whofe urns the rolling rivers flow 5 

And thofe that give the wandering winds to blow : 

Here all their rage, and ev'n their murmurs ceaft, 990 

And facred (Hence reigns, and univerfal peace* 

A mining fynod of majeftic Gods 

G-ilds with new raftre die divine abodes ; 

Heaven 

9 

Primaeqoe occiduaeque domus, effufa fob omni 
Terra atque unda die. mediis fefe arduus infert *8o 
Ipfe deis, placid© quatiens tatoen omnia vuhu, 
Stellantique locat folio, nee protinus aufi 
Coelicolae, veniam donee pater ipfe fedendi 
Trtnquilla jubet efle manu, mox turba vagorum 
Semideum, et fummis cognati nubihus Amnes, 
Et compreffa metu fervantes murmura venti. 
Aurea te&arepleatj mixta convex* dcorum 
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Heaven feems improv'd with a fuperior ray, 

And the bright arch refle&s a double day. 295 

The Monarch then his folemn fiience broke, 

The (till creation liften'd while he fpoke, 

Each faired accent bears eternal weight, 

And each irrevocable word is Fate. 

How long (hall man the wrath of Heaven d/efy, 300 
And force unwilling vengeance from the iky 1 
Oh race confederate into crimes, that prove 
Triumphant o'er th* eluded rage of Jove 1 
This weary'd arm can icarce tfr£ bolt fuftain, 
And unregarded thunder rolls in vain : 305 

Th' overlaboured Cyclop from his taflc retires j 
Th' TEoliasi forge exhaufted qf its fires. 
For this I fuf&r'd Phoebus' fteeqls to ftray, 
And the mad Ruler to miiguide the day. 

Whe* 

^— »— — — —— — — ■ — — — ^ ^ »^— — — « « 

Majeftate trtmunt 1 radiant-majore Arena 
Culmina, et arcano florentes lumine poftes. 295 

Poftquam juffa qyies, (Uuitque exterritus or^it* 
Incipit ex alto t (grave et immuubile faa&ie 
Pondus adcft verbis, et vocem fata frquuntur) 
Terrarum deli&a, nee ex/unejatnle diria 
Ingenium mortale querox. quonam. ufquc aocefctUB* 
Exigar inju^na*? taedet iaevire coruico 344 

Fulmine $ jampfklem Cyclop** operofe fe&unft 
Bracjua, et iEoliis defuat incudthus igae*. 
Atque ideo tolerant falfo rc^ore. farutot 
Solis eques, coejuxrique ranis ejnrajit*bu» uri, 
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When the wide earth to heaps of aflies turn'd, 319 

Ami heaven itfelf the wandering chariot burn'd* 

For this, my brother of the watery reign 

Released th* impetuous flukes of the mam : 

But flames confum'd, and billows rag'd in vain. 

Two races now, ally 'd to Jove, offend; 315 

To punifli thefc, fee Jove himfelf defcend. 

The Theban Kings their line from Cadmus trace, 

From godlike Perfeus thofe of Argive race. 

Unhappy Cadmus* fate who does not know, 

And the long feries of fucceeding woe ? 320 

How oft the Furies, from the deeps of night, 

Arofe, and mix'd with men in mortal fight : 

Th' exulting mother, ftain'd with filial blood j 

The favage hunter, and the haunted wood ? 

The direful banquet why fliould I proclaim, 325 

And crimes that grieve the trembling Gods to name ? 

Ere 

Et Phaetontaea mundum fquallere favilku 310 

Nil a&um eft : neque tu valida quod cufptde late 
Ire per illicitum pelago, germane, dedifti. 
Nunc gemihas punire domos, quis fanguinit autor 
Ipfe ego, defcendo. Perfeos alter in Argos 
Scihditur, Aonias fluit hie ab origine Thebas. 
Mens cun&is impofta manet. Quis funerm Cadmi 
Nefciat ? et toties excitam a fedibus imk 32 z 

Eumenidum bellafle aciem ? mala gaudia matrum, 
Errorefque feros nemorum, et reticenda deorum 
Crimina? vix lucis fpatio, vix no&is aba&ae 
Enumerare queam mores, gtntemque profanam. 325 
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Ere I recount the fins of thefe prophane, 

The fun would fink into the weftern main, 

And rifing gild the radiant eaft again. 

Have we not feen (the blood of Laius med) ^ jo 

The murdering fon afcend his parent's bed, 

Through violated nature force his way, 

And ftain the facred womb where once he lay ? 

Yet now in darknefs and defpair he groans 5 

And for the crimes of guilty fate atones 5 335 

His fons with fcorn their eylefs father view, 

Infult his wounds, and make them bleed anew. 

Thy curfe, oh Oedipus, juft heaven alarms, 

And fets th' avenging Thunderer in arms. 

I from the root thy guilty race will tear, 34*> 

And give the nations to the wafte of war. 

Adraftus foon, with Gods averfe, mall join 

In dire alliance with the Theban line : 

Hence 

Scandere quinetiam fhalamos hie impius haeres 
Patris, et immeritae gremhim inceftare parentis 
Apetiit, proprios monftro revolutus in ortus. 
Ille tamen Superis aeterna placula folvrt, 
Projecitque diem : nee jam amplius aethere noftro 
Vefcitur ; at nati (facinus fine more !) cadentes 333 
Calcavere oculos. jam jam rata vota tuliffi, 
Dire fenex j meruere tua, meruere tenebrae 
Ultorem fperare jovem, nova fontibus arm* 
Injiciam regms, totumque a ftirpe revellam 349 

Exitiale genus, belli mihi femina funto 
Adraftus focer, et fuperis adjunct finiftrb 

u 3 
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Hence ftrife fhall rife, and mortal war fbcceed 5 
The guilty realms of Tantalus (hall bleed : 345 

Fix'd is their doom ; this all-remembering breaft 
.Yet harbours vengeance for the tyrant's feaft. 

He faid ; and thus the Queen of heaven retunT4 5 
(With fudden grief her laboring bofom burnMj 
Muft I, whefe cares Phoronetts' towers defend, 350 
Muft I, oh Jove, in bloody wars contend r 1. 

Thou know'ft thoie regions my protection claim, 1 

Glorious )n arms, in riches, and in fame : 
Though ^hew the fair ./Egyptian heifer fed, 
And there deluded Argus ilept, and bled $ 355 

Though there the brazen tower was ftorm <1 of old, 
When Jove defcended in almighty gold. 
Yet I can pardon thofe obicurer rapes, 
Thofe bafhful crimes difguisM in borrow'd ihapes j 

Bat 
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Connubia. Hanc etiam .poenis inceffere gentem 
Decretum : neque enim arcano de pe&ore fallax 345 
Tantalus, et faevae periit injuria, menfae. 

Sic pater omnipotens. Ail ill! faucia di&is, 
Flammato verfans inopinum corde dolorem, 
Talia Juno refert : Mene, 6 juftiflime divum, 
^le bello certare jubes ? fcis femper ut arces 
Cyclopum, magnique Phoroneos inclyta fama 359 

Sceptra viris, opibufque juvem ; licet improbus illic 
Cuftodem Phariae, forane letoque juvencae 355 

Extinguas, feptis et turribus aureus intres. 
Mentitis ignofco tons ; illam odimus urbem, 
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But Thebes, where, Alining in celeftial charms, 360 

Thou cam'ft triumphant to a mortal's arms, 

When all my glories o'er her limbs were fpread, 

And blazing lightnings dancM around her bed j 

Curs'd Thebes the vengeance it deferves, may prove — 

Ah, why mould Argos feel the rage of Jove ? 365 

Yet, fin.ce thou wilt thy fifter Queen control, 

Since ftill the luft of difcord fires thy foul, 

Go, raie my Samos, let Mycene fall, 

And level with the dull the Spartan wall $ 

No more let mortals Juno's power invoke, 370 

Her fanes no more with eaftern incenfe fmoke, 

Nor victims fink beneath the facred (broke ; 

But to your Ifis all my rights transfer, 

Let altars blaze and temples fmoke for her^ 

For her, through Egypt's fruitful clime renown'd, 375 

Let weeping Nilus hear the timbrel found. 

But if thou muft reform the ftubborn times, 

Avenging on the ions the father's crimes, 

And 

Quam vultu confeffus adis : ubi confcia magni 360 
Signa tori, tonitrus agis, et mea fulmina torques. 
Fafta luant Thebae : cur hoftes eligis Argos ? 365 

Quin age, fi tanta eft thalami difcordia fancti, 
Et Samon, et veteres armis exfcinde Mycenas« 
Verte folo Sparten. cur ufquam fanguine fefto 
Conjugis ara tuae, cumulo cur thuris Eo'i \ 

Laeta calet 5 melius votis Mareotica fumat 
Coptos, et aerifoni lugentia flumina Nili. 
Quod fi prifca iuunt autorum aimiaa gentes, 

U 4 
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And from the long records of diftant age 

Derive incitements to renew thy rage; 3 go 

Say, from what period then has Jove defignM 

To date his vengeance 5 to what bounds conAVd ? 

Begin from thence, where firft Alpheus hides 

His wandering ftream, and through the briny tides 

Unmix'd to his Sicilian river glides. ' 385 

Thy own Arcadians there the thunder claim, 

Whofe impious rites difgrace thy mighty name 3 

Who raife thy temples where the chariot ftood 

Of fierce Oenomaus, denTd with blood ; 

Where once his fteeds their favage banquet found, 390 

And human bones yet whiten all the ground. 

Say, can thofe honours pleafe ? and canft thou love 

Prefumptuous Crete, that boafts the tomb of Jove ! 

And (hall not Tantalus's kingdom (hare 

Thy wife and filler's tutelary care ? 39$ 

Reverie, 



Subvenitque tuis fera haec fententia cur is j 380 

Percenfere aevi fenium, quo tempore tandem 
Terrarum furias abolere, et fecuia retro 
Emendare fat eft ? jamdudum ab fedibus illis 
Incipe, flu&ivaga qua praeterlabitur unda 385 

Sicanos longe relegens Alpheus amores. 
Arcades hie tua (nee pudor eft) delubra nefafHs 
Impofuere locis : iUic Mavortius axis 
Oenomai, Geticoque pecus ftabulare fub Aemo. 
Dignius : abruptis etiamnum inhumata procorum 
Kelliquiis trunca ora rigent. tamen hie tibi templi 
Gratus honos. placet Ida nocens, mentitaque jnanta 
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Reverfe, O Jove, thy too fevere decree, 
Nor doom to war a race deriv'd from thee 5 
On impious realms and barbarous Kings impofe 
Thy plagues, and curfe them with fuch fons as thofe. 
Thus, in reproach and prayer, the Queen exprefs'd 
The rage and grief contending in her breaft 5 
Unmov'd remained the Ruler of the Iky, 
And from his throne return'd this ftern reply : 
'Twas thus I deem'd thy haughty foul would bear 
The dire, though juft, revenge which I prepare 405 
Againft a nation thy peculiar care : 
No lefs Dione might for Thebes contend, 
Nor Bacchus lefs his native town defend, 
Yet thefe in (Hence fee the fates fulfil 
Their work, and reverence our fuperior will. ^ I0 

For, by the black infernal Styx I fwear, '* 
(That dreadful oath which binds the Thunderer) 
•Tis nVd j th* irrevocable doom of Jove j 
No force can bend me, no perfuafion move. 

Hafte 

Creta tuos. me Tantaleis confiftere te&is, 
Quae tandem invidia eft ? belli deflecte tumultus, 
Et generis miferefce tui. funt impia late 
Regna tibi, melius generos paflura nocentes. 

Finierat mifcens precibus convicia Juno, 400 

At non ille gravis, di&is, quanquam afpera, motus 
Reddidit haec ; Equidem haud rebar te mente fecunda 
Laturam, quodcunque tuos (licet aequus) in Argos 
Confulerem, neque me (detur fi copia) fallit 
>lulta fwper Thebis Bacchum, aufuramque Dionem 
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Hafte then, Cyllenius, through the liquid air ; 415 

Go mount the winds, and to the fhades repair} 

Bid hell's black monarch my commands obey, 

And give up Laius to the realms of day, 

Whofe ghoft, yet fliivering on Cocytus' fand, 

Expe&s its paflage to the farther ftrand * 41* 

Let the pale fire revifit Thebes, and bear 

Thefe pleafing orders to the tyrant's ear j 

That, from his exil'd brother, fwell'd wkh pride 

Of foreign forces, and his Argive bride, 

Almighty Jove commands him to detain 415 

The promised empire, and alternate reign: 

Be this the caufe of more than mortal hate : 

The reft, fucceeding times (hall ripen into Fate. 

• The 

Dicere, fed noftri reverentia ponderis obftat. 
Horrendos etenim latices, Stygia aequora fhttris 
Obteftor, manfurum et non revqcabile verum, 
Nil fore quo di&is fle&ar. quare impiger ales 41 5 

Portantes praecede Notos Cyllenia proles : 
Aera per liquidum, regnifque illaprus opacis 
Die patruo, Superas fenior fe tollat ad auras 
Laius, extinc*him nati quern vulnere, nondum 
Ulterior Lethes accepit ripa profundi 420 

Xege Erebi : ferat haec diro mea jufla nepoti 
Germanmn exilio fretum, Argolicifque tumentem 
Hofpitiis, quod fponte cupit, procul impius aula 
Arceait, ahernum regni inficiatus honorem : 
Hinc caufae irarum ; certo reliqua ordine ducam. 
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The god obeys, and to his feet applies 
Thofe golden wings that cut the yielding flues. 430 
His ample hat his boamy locks o'er-fpread, 
And veilM the ftarry glories of his head. 
He feiz'd the wand that caufes fleep to fly, 
Or in foft {lumbers feals the wakeful -eye 5 
That drives the dead to dark Tartarian coafts, 435 

Or back to life compels the wandering ghofts, 
Thus, through the parting clouds, the fon of May 
Wings on the whittling winds his rapid way j 
Now fmoothly fteers through air his equal flight, 
Now fprings aloft, and towers th' etherial height 5 440 
Then wheeling down the fteep of heaven he flies, 
And draws a radiant circle o'er the ikies. 

Meantime the banifh'd Polynices roves 
(His Thebes abandon'd) through th* Aonian groves, 
While future realms his wandering thoughts delight. 
His daily vifion and his dream by night $ 

Forbidden 

-— ^— ^~- 

Paret Atlantiades di&is genitoris, et inde 
Summa pedum propere plantaribus illigat alis, 439 

Obnubitque comas, et temperat aftra galero. 
Turn dextrae virgam inferuit, qua pellere dulces 
Aut fuadere iterum fomnos, qua nigra fubire 43 5 

Tartara, et exangues animare aflueverat umbras. 
Defiluit ; tenuique exceptus inhorruit aura. 
Nee mora, fublimes raptim per inane voiatus 
Carpit, et ingenti deiignat nubila gyro, 

Interea patriis dim vagus exul ab oris 
Oedipodionides furto deferta jHrcrrat 
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Forbidden Thebes appears before his eye, 

From whence he fees his abfent brother fly, 

With tranfport" views the airy rule his own, 

And fwells on an imaginary throne. 450 

Fain would he caft a tedious age away, 

And live out all in one triumphant day. , 

He chides the lazy progrefs of the fun, 

And bids the year with fwifter motion run. 

With anxious hopes his craving mind is toft, 455 

And all his joys in length of wifhes loft. 

The hero then refolves his courfe to bend 
Where ancient Danaus' fruitful fields extend. 
And fanVd Mycene's lofty towers afcend, 
(Where late the fun did Atreus* crimes deteft, 460 

And difappear'd in horror of the feaft.) 
And now, by chance, by fate, or furies led, 
From Bacchus' confecrated caves he fled, 

Where 

Aoniae. jam jaraque animis male debita regna 445 
Concipit, et longum fignis cun&antibus annum 
Stare gemit. tenet una dies no&efque recurfans 
Cura virum, fi quando humilem decedere regno 
Germanum, et femet Thebis, opibufque potitum 
Cerneret : hac aevum cupiat pro luce pacifci. 
Nunc queritur ceu tarda fugae difpendia : fed mox 
Attollit flatus ducis, et fedifle fuperbum 
Deje&o fe fratre putat. fpes anxia mentem 455 

Extrahit, et longo confumit gaudia voto. 
Tunc fedit Inachias urbes, Danaeiaque arva, 
Et caligantes abrupto fole Mycenas, 
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Where the flirill cries of frantic matrons found, 

And Pentheus' blood enrich'd the rifing ground. 465 

Then fees Cithaeron, towering o'er the plain, 

And thence declining gently to the main. 

Next to the bounds of Nifus' realm repairs, 

Where treacherous Scylla cut the purple hairs : 

The hanging cliffs of Scyron's rock explores, 47* 

And hears the murmurs of the different fliores : 

Pafles the ftrait that parts the foaming feas, 

And (lately Corinth's pleafing fite furveys. 

'Twas now the time when Phoebus yields to night, 

And rifing Cynthia fheds her filver light, 475 

Wide o'er the world in folemn pomp flie drew 

Her aiiy chariot, hung with pearly dew 5 

All birds and beafts lie huih'd : Sleep fteals away 

The wild defires of men, and toils of day, 

And 

Ferre iter impavidum. feu praevia ducit Erinnys, 
Seu fors ilia viae five hac immota vocabat 
Atropos. Ogygiis ululata furoribus antra 
Deferit, et pingues Bacchaeo fanguine colles. 465 

Inde plagam, qua molle fedens in plana Cithaeron 
Porrigitur, laflumque inclinat ad aequora montem, 
Praeterit. hinc arcle fcopulofo in limite pendens, 470 
Infames Scyrone petras, Scyllaeaque rura 
Purpureo regnata feni, mitemque Corinthon 
Linquit, et in mediis audi; duo littora campis. 

Jamque per emeriti furgens confinia Phoebi 475 

Titanis, late mundo fubve&a filenti 
Rorifera gelidum tenuaverat aera biga. 
Jam pecudes volucrefque taceht j jam Somxras ayarii 
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And brings, defending through the filent air, 480 
A iweet forgetfulnefs of human care. 
Yet no red clouds, with golden borders gay, 
Promife the flues the bright return of day ; 
No faint reflections of the diftant light 
Streak with long gleams -the feathering mades of night j 
From the damp earth impervious vapours rife, 
Encreafe the darknefs, and involve the ikies. 
At once the ruflring winds with roaring found 
Burft from th' JEolian caves, and rend the ground, 
With equal rage their airy quarrel try, 490 

And win by turaa the kingdom of the fky j 
But with a thicker night black Aufter mrouds 
The heavens, and drives on heaps the rolling clouds, 
From whofe dark womb a rattling tempeft pours, 
Which the cold Norm congeals to haiiy mowers. 495 

From 

Inferpit curis, pronufque per aera nutat, 480 

Grata laboratae referrens oblivia vitae. 

Sed nee puniceo rediturum nubila coelo 

Promifere jubor, nee rarefcentibus umbris 

J-onga repercuflb nituere crepufcula Phoebe. 

Denfior a terris, et nulli pervia flammae . 486 

Subtextt nox atra polos, jam cktuftra rigentis 

Aeoliae percufla fonant, venturaque rauco 

Ore minatur hiems 5 venri tranfverfa frementes 

Confligunt, axemque emoto cardine vellunt, 490 

Pum coelum fibi quifque rapit. fed prarimus Aufter 

Inglomerat no&em, et fenebrofa vohimina torquet, 

Defunditque imbres, fleco quos afper hiatu 

Perfoiidat Boreas, nee non abrupta tremi/ctmt 495 
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om pole to pole the thunder roars aloud 
nd broken lightnings flam from every cloud, 
ow fmoaks with mowers the mifty mountain ground, 
Ind floated fields lie undiftinguifh'd round. 
IV Inachian ftreams with headlong fury run, 500 

And Erafmus rolls a deluge on : 
The foaming Lema fwells above its bounds, 
And fpreads its ancient poifons o'er the grounds 
Where late was duft, now rapid torrents play, 
Ru(h through the mounds, and bear the dams away : 
Old limbs of trees from crackling forefb torn, 
Are whirl'd in air, and on the winds are borne : 
The ftorm the dark Lycsean groves difplay'd, 
And firft to light exposed the facred made. 
Th % intrepid Theban hears the burfting flcy, 510 

Sees yawning rocks in many fragments fly, 

And 

Fulgura, et attritus fubita face rumpitur aether. 
Jam Nemea, jam Taenareis contermina lucis 
Aixadiae capita alta madent : ruit agmine fa&o 500 
Inachus, et gelidas Aurgens Erafinus ad Ar&os. 
Pulverulenta prirus, calcandaque flumma nullae 
Aggeribos tcnuere morae, ftagnoque refufa eft 
Funditus, et veteri fpumarit Lerna veneno. 
Frangitur omne nemus j rapiunt antiqua procellae 
Brichia fylvarum, nollifque afpe&a per aevum 50I 
Solibus umbrofi patuere aeftiva Lycaei. 
Ille tamen modo faxa jugis fbgientia ruptis 51 

Miratur, modo mibigenas e montibus amnes 
Aure pavena, psf fr m q ug xnfano turbine rapta* 
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And views aftoniuYd from the hills afar, 
The floods defcending, and the watery war, 
That, driven by (forms and pouring o'er the plain, 
Swept herds, and hinds, and houfes to the main. 515 
Through the brown horrors of the night he fled, 
Nor knows, amaz'd, wtfat doubtful path to tread; 
His brother's image to his mind appears, • 
Inflames his heart with rage, and wings his feet with 
fears. 

So fares a failor on the ftormy main, 520 

When clouds conceal Bootes' golden wain, 
When not a ftar its friendly luftre keeps, 
Nor trembling Cynthia glimmers on the deeps 5 
He dreads the rocks, and (hoals, and feas, and ikies, 
While thunder roars, and lightning round him flies. 

Thus ftrove the chief, on every fide diftrefs'd, 
Thus (till his courage with his toils encreas'd ; 

With 

Paftorum pecorumque domos. non fegmus amens, 

Incertufque viae, per nigra filentia, vaftum 

Haurit iter : pulfat metus undique, et undique frater. 

Ac velut hiberno deprenfus navita ponto, 520 

Cui neque temo piger, neque amico fidcre monftrat 
Luna vias, medio coeli pelagique rumultu 
Stat rationis inops : jam jamque aut faxa malignis 
Expe&at fubraerfa vadis, aut vertice acuto * 

Spumantes fcopulos ere&ae incurrere prorae 1 
Talis opnca legens nemorum Cadmeius heros 
Accelerat, vafto metuenda umbone ferarum 
Excutiens (tabula, et prono virgulta rcfringit 
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With his broad fhield oppos'd, he forc'd his way 

Through thickeft woods, and rous'd-thebeafts of prey. 

Till he beheld, where from Larifla's height 530 

The fhelving walls refie& a glancing light a 

Thither with hafte the Theban Hero flies j 

On this fide Lerna's poifonous water lies, 

On that Profymna's grove and temple rife : 

He pafs'd the gates which then unguarded lay, 535 

And to the regal palace bent his way 5 

On the cold marble, fpent with toil, he lies, 

And waits till pleating (lumbers feal his eyes. 

Adraftus here his happy people fways, 
Bled with calm peace in his declining days. 540 

By both his parents of defcent divine, 
Great Jove and Phoebus grac'd his noble line : 

Heaven 

Pe&ore : dat ftimulos animo vis moefta timoris. 
Donee ab Inachiis vi&a caligine tecUs 530 

Emicuit lucem devexa in moenia fundens 
Lariflaeus apex, illo fpe concitus omni 
Evolat. hinc celfae Junonia templa Profymnae 
Laevus habet, hinc Herculeo fignata vapore 535 

Lernaei ftagna atra vadi, tandemque reclufis 
Infertur portis. aftutum regia cernit 
Veftibula, hie artus imbri, ventoque regentes 
Projicit, ignotaeque acclinis poftibus aulae 
Invitat tenues ad dura cubilia fomnos. 

Rex ibi tranquillae medio de limite vitae 
In fenium vergens populos Adraftus habebat, 54* 

Dives avis, et utroque Jovem de fanguine ducens. 

Vol. I. X 



3 o6 POPE'S POEMS. 

Heaven had not crown'd his wifhes with a fon, 

But two fair daughters heir'd his ftate and throne. 

To him Apollo (wondrous to relate ! 545 

But who can pierce into the depths of fate ?) 

Had fung— " Expeft thy fons on Argos' fhore, 

<c A yellow lion and a briftly boar." 

This, long revolv'd in his paternal breaft, 

Sate heavy on his heart, and broke his reft; 550 

This, great Amphiaraus, lay hid from thee, 

Though fkill'd in fate, and dark futurity. 

The father's care and prophet's art were vain, 

For thus did the predicting God ordain. 

Lo haplefs Tydeus, whofe ill-fated hand 555 

Had flain his brother, leaves his native land, 
And ieiz'd with horror in the fhades of night, 
Through the thick defarts headlong urg'd his flight: 

Now 

V 

Hie fexiis melioris inops, fed prole virebat 
Foeminea, gemino natarum pignore fultus. 
Cui Phoebus generos (monftrum exitiabile diclu ! 
Mox adaperta fides) aevo ducente canebat 
Setigerumque fuem, et fulvum adventare teonem. 
Haecvolvens, non, ipfe pater, non, do&e futiiri 550 
Amphiarae, vides ; etenim vetat autor Apollo. 
Tan turn in corde fedens aegrefcit cura parentis. 

Ecce autem antiquam fato Calydona relinquens 555 
Olenius Tydeus (fraterni fanguinis ilium 
Confcius horror agit) eadem fub no&e fopora 
Luftra terit, fimilefque Notos dequeftns et imbres, 
Infufam tergo glaciem, et liquenfcp nimbit 
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Now by the fury of the tempeft driven, 
He feeks a fhelter from th* inclement heaven, 560 

Till, led by Fate, the Theban's ftcps he treads, 
And to fair Argos' open court fucceeds. 

When thus the chiefs from different lands refort 
T* Adraftus* realms, and hofpi table court ; 
The King furveys his guefts with curious eyes, 565 
And views their arms -and habit with furprize. 
A lion's yellow (kin the Theban wears, 
Horrid his mane, and rough with curling hairs 5 
Such once employ'd Alcides' youthful toils, 
Ere yet adorn M with Nemea's dreadful fpoils. 570 

A boar's ftiff hide, of Calydonian breed, 
Ocnides 1 manly moulders overfpread. 
Oblique his tuiks, ereft his briftles flood, 
Alive, the pride and terror of the wood. 

Struck with the fight, and fix'd in deep amaze, 575 

The King th* accomplifiYd Oracle furveys, 

Reveres 

• - - — • 1 t 

Ora, comafque gerens, fubit uno tegmine, cujus 560 
Fufus humo gelida, partem prior hoipes habebat.— » 

Hie primum luftrare oculis cultufque viromm 
Telaque magna vacat 5 tergo videt hujus inaacm 
Impexis utrinque jubis horrere lepnem, 
Illius in fpeciem, quern per Teuroefia Terape 
Amphitryoniades fra&um juvenilibus armis 57© 

Ante Cleonaei veftitur praelia monftri. 
Terribiles contra fetis, ac dente recurvo 
Tydea per latos humeros ambire laborant 
Exuviae, Calydonis honos. ftupet omine tanto 575 

X 2 
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Reveres Apollo's vocal caves, and owns 
•The guided Godhead, and his future fons. 
O'er all his bofom fecret tranfports reign, 
And a glad horror moots through eveiy vem. 
To heaven he lifts his hands, eretts his fight, 
And thus invokes the filent Queen of night : 

Goddefs of (hades, beneath whofe gloomy reign 
Yon* fpangled arch glows with the ftarry train : 
You who the ca¥es of heaven and earth allay, 58 
Till nature, quicken'd by th' infpiring ray, 
Wakes to new vigour with the rifmg day. 
O thou, who freeft me from my doubtful ftate, 
Long loft and wilder T d in the maze of Fate ! 
Be prefent dill, oh Goddefs ! in our aid 5 
Proceed, and firm thofe omens thou haft made. 
We to thy name our annual rites will pay, 
And on thy altars facrifices lay ; 



Defixus fenior, divina oracula Phoebi 
Agnofcens, monitufque datos vocalibus antris. 
Obtuttt gelida ore permit, laetufque per art us 
Horror iit. fenfit manifefto numine du&os 
AfFore, quos nexis ambagibus augur Apollo 
Portendi generos, vultu fallente ferarum, 
Ediderat. tunc fie tendens ad fidera palmas : 
Nox, quae terrarum coelique amplexa labores 
Ignea multivago tranfmittis fidera lapfu, 
Indulgens reparare animum, dum proximus aegriti 
Infundat Titan agiles animantibus ortus, 
Tu mihi perplexis quaefitam erroribus ultro 
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The fable flock fliall fall beneath the ftroke, 

And fill thy temples with a grateful fmoke. 595 

Hail, faithful Tripos ! hail, ye dark abodes 

Of awful Phoebus : I confefs the Gods ! 

Thus, feiz'd with facred fear, the monarch prayM ; 

Then to his inner court the guefts convey'd : 

Where yet thin fumes from dying fparks arife, 600 

And duft yet white upon each altar lies, 

The relics of a former facrifice. 

The king once more the folemn rites requires, 

And bids renew the feafts, and wake the fires. 

His train obey, while all the courts around 605 

With noify care and various tumult found. 

Embroider'd purple clothes the golden beds 5 

This flave the floor, and that the table fpreads 5 

A third 

Advehis alma fidem, veterifque exordia fati 
Detegis. afliftas operi, tuaque omina firmes ! 
Semper honoratam dimenfis orbibus anni 
Te domus ifta colet : nigri tibi, Diva, litabunt 
Electa fervice greges, luftraliaque exta 
Lacle nova perfufus edet Vulcaniue ignis. 595 

Salve, prifca fides tripodum, obfcurique receflus 5 
Deprendi, Fortuna, deos. fie fatus 5 et ambos 
Inne&ens manibus, te&a ulterioris ad aulae 
Progreditur. canis etiamnum altaribus ignes, 600 

Sopitum cinerem, et tepidi libamina facri 
Servabant ; adolere focos, epulafque recentes 
fciftaurare jubet. diesis parere miniftri 605 

Certatira accelerant, vario ftrepit icla tumultu 
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A third difpels the darknefs of the night, 

And fills depending lamps with beams of light \ 610 

Here loaves in canifters are pil'd on high, 

And there in flames the (laughter' d victims fly. 

Sublime in regal ftate Adraftus (hone, 

StretchM on rich carpets on his ivory throne 5 

A lofty couch receives each princely gueft j 6x5 

Around at awful diftance wait the reft. 

And now the king, his royal feaft to grace, 
Aceftis calls, the guardian of his race, 
Who firft their youth in arts of virtue train'd, 
And their ripe years in modeft grace maintained. 6»o 
Then foftly whifper'd in her faithful ear, 
And bade his daughters at the rites appear. 

When 

* ■ ■ ■ . .1 I., 1 . 

Kegia : par* oftro tenues, auroque fonantes 

Emunire toros, altofque inferre tapetas ; 

Pars teretes levare manu, ac difponere menlas : 

Aft alii tenebras et opacam vincere no&em 6x0 

Aggrefli, tendunt auratis vincula lychnis. 

His labor inferto torrere exanguia ferro 

Vifcera caefarum pecudum j his, cumulare caniftria 

Perdomitam faxo Cererem. laetatur Adraftus 

Obfequio fervere domum. jamque ipfe fuperbis 

Fulgebat ftratis, folioque effultus eburno. 

Parte alia juvenes ficcati vulnera lymphis 615 

Difcumbunt : fimul ora notis foedata tuentur, 

Inque vicem ignofcunt, tunc rex longaevus Aceften 

(Natarum haec altrix, eadem et fidiflima cuftos 620 

Le&a factum juftae Veneri occultare pudorem) 
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When, from the clofe apartments of the night, 
The royal Nymphs approach divinely bright j 
Such was Diana's, fuch Minerva's face ; 625 

, Nor mine their beauties with fuperior grace, 
But'that in thefe a milder charm endears, < 

And lefs of terror in their looks appears. 
As on the heroes firft they caft their eyes, 
O'er their fair cheeks the glowing blulhes rife, 630 

Their downcaft looks a decent fhame confefs'd, 
Then on their father's reverend features reft. 

The banquet done, the monarch gives the fign 
To fill the goblet high with fparkling wine, 
Which Danaus us'd in facred rites of old, 635 

With fculpture grac'd, and rough with rifing gold. 

Here 

Imperiat acciri, tacitaque immurmurat aure. 

Nee mora praeceptis ; cum protinus utraque virgo 

Arcano egrefTae thalamo (mirabile vifu) 

Pallados armifonae, pharetrataeque ora Dianae 62$ 

Aequa ferunt, terrore minus, nova deinde pudori 

Vifa virum facies : pariter, pallorque, ruborque 

Purpureas haufere genas : oculique verentes 

Ad fan&um rediere pat rem. Poftquam ordine menfae 

Vi&a fames, fignis perfe&am auroque nitentem 

Iafides pateram famulos ex more popofcit, 

Qua Danaus libare deis feniorque Phoroneus 635 

Airbed, tenet haec operum caelata figuras : 

Aureus anguicomam praefecto Gorgona collo 

Ales habet. jam jamque vagas (ita vifus) in auras 

*4 
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Here to the clouds victorious Perfeus flies, 

Medufa feems to move her languid eyes, 

And, ev'n in gold, turns paler as me dies. 

There from the chace Jove's towering eagle bears, 640 

On golden wings, the Phrygian to the ftars : 

Still as he rifes in th* etherial height, 

His native mountains leflen to his fight ; 

While all his fad companions upward gaze, 

Fix'd on the glorious fcene in wild amaze ; 645 

And the fwift hounds, affrighted as he flies, 

Hun to the made, and bark againft the flcies. 

This golden bowl with generous juice was crown'd, 
The firft libation fprinkled on the ground : 
By turns on each celeftial power they call ; 650 

With Phoebus 7 name refounds the vaulted hall. 
The courtly train, the ftrangers, and the reft, 
€rown*d with chafte laurel, and with garlands drefs'd, 

While 

Exilit : ilia graves oculos, languentiaque ora 

Pene movet, vivoque etiam pallefcit in auro. 

Hinc Phrygius fulvis venator tollitur alis : 640 

Gargara deiidunt furgenti, et Troja recedit. 

Stant moefti comites, fruftraque fonantia laxant 

Ora canes, umbramque petunt, et nubila latrant. 645 

Hanc undante mero fundens, vocat ordine cun&os 
Coelicolas: Phoebum ante alios, Phoebum omnis ad 

aras 
Laude ciet comitum, famulumque, evin&a pudica 
Fronde, manus : cui fella dies, largoque refe&i 
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While with rich gums the fuming altars blaze, 

Salute the God in numerous hymns of praife. 655 

Then thus the King: Perhaps, my noble guefts, 
Thefe honour'd altars, .and thefe annual feafts 
To bright Apollo's awful name defign'd, 
Unknown, with wonder may perplex your mind. 
Great was the caufe ; our old folemnities 660 

Prom no blind zeal or fond tradition rife ; 
But, fav\l from death, our Argives yearly pay 
Thefe grateful honours to the God of Day. 

When by a thoufand darts the Python flain 
With orbs unroll'd lay covering all the plain, 665 

(TransfiVd as o'er Caftalia's ftreams he hung, 
And fuck'd new poifons with his triple tongue) 

To 

Thure vaporatis lucent altaribus ignes. 655 

Forfitan, 6 juvenes, quae fmt ea facra, quibufque 
Praecipuum caufis Phoebi obteftemur honorem, 
Rex ait, exquirunt animi. non infcia fualit 
Relligio : magnis exercita cladibus olim 669 

Plebs Argiva litant : animos advertite, pandam : 
Poftquam coerulei finuofa volumina monftri, 
Terrigenam Pythona, deus feptem orbibus atris 
Amplexum Delphos, fquamifque annofa terentem 
Robora ; Caftaliis dum fontibus ore trifulco 
Fufus hiat, nigro iitiens alimenta veneno, 
Perculit, abfumptis numerofa in vulnera telis, 
Cyrrhaeique dedit centum per jugera campi 
Vix tandem explicitum j nova deinde piacula caedi 
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To Argos* realms the viftor god reforts, 

And enters old Octopus" 1 humble courts. 

This rural prince one only daughter blefs'd, 670 

That all the charms of blooming youth poflefs'd 5 

Fair was her face, and fpotlefs was her mind, 

Where filial love with virgin fweetnefs johVd. 

Happy ! and happy ftill (he might have-'prov'd, 

Were flie lefs beautiful, or lefs belov'd ! 675 

But Phoebus lov'd, and on the flowery fide 

Of Nemea's ftream the yielding Fair enjoy'd : 

Now, ere t£n moons their orb with light adorn, 

Th* illuftrious offspring of the God was born, 

The Nymph, her father's anger to evade, 680 

Retires from Argos to the fylvan fhade 5 

To woods and wilds the pleafing burden bears, 

And traits her infant to a fhepherd's cares. 

How 

Perquirens, noftri tefta haud opulenta Crotopi 
Attigit. huic primis, et pubem ineuntibus annis, 670 
Mira decore pio, fervabat nata penates 
Intemerata toris. felix, fi Delia nunquam 
Furta, nee occultum Phoebo fociaffet amorem. 
Namque ut paffa deum Nemeaei ad fluminis undam, 
Bis quinos plena cum fronte refumeret orbes 
Cynthia, fidereum Latonae foeta nepotem 
Edidit : ac poenae metuens (neque enim ille coactis 
Donaffet thalamis veniam pater) avia rura 
Eligit : ac natum fepta inter ovilia furtim 
Montivago pecoris cuftodi mandat alendum, ' 
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How mean a fate, unhappy child ! is thine I 
Ah how unworthy thofe of race divine ! 685 

On flowery herbs in fome green covert laid, 
His bed the ground, his canopy the fhade, 
He mixes with the bleeting lambs his cries, 
While the rude fwain his rural mufic tries, 
To call foft (lumbers on his infant eyes. 
Yet ev'n in thofe obfeure abodes to live, 
Was more, alas 1 than cruel fate would give $ 
For on the grafly verdure as he lay, 
And breath'd the freflinefs of the early day, 
Devouring dogs the helplefs infant tore, 695 

Fed on his trembling limbs, and lapp'd the gore. 
Th' aftoninYd mother, when the rumour came, 
Forgets her father, and negle£ts her fame, 
With loud complaints (he fills the yielding air, 
And beats her breaft, and rends her flowing hair ; 700 

Then 

Non tibi digna, puer, generis cunabula tanti 685 
Gramineos dedit herba toros, et vimine quernp 
Texta domus : claufa arbutei fub cortice libri 
Membra tepent, fuadetque leves cava fiftula fomnos, 
Et pecori commune folum. fed fata nee ilium 
ConcefTere larem : viridi nam cefpite terrae 
Proje&um temere, et patulo coelum ore trahentem, 
Dira canum rabies morfu depafta cruento 695 

Disjicit. Hie vero attonitas ut nuntius aures 
Matris adit, pulfi ex animo genitorque, pudorque, 
Et metus : ipfa ultro faevis plangoribus amens 
Tetta replet, vacuumque ferens velamine pe&us 700 
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Then wild with anguifh to her fire fhe flies, 
Demands the fentence, and contented dies. 

But, touch'd with forrow for the dead too late, 
The raging God prepares V avenge her fate. 
He fends a monfter, horrible and fell, 705 

Begot by furies in the depths of hell. 
The peft a virgin's face and bofom bears ; 
High on a crown a rifing fnake appears, 
Guards her black front, and hifles in her hairs : 
About the realm fhe walks her dreadful round, 7 10 
When Night with fable wings o'erfpreads the ground, 
Devours young babes before their parents eyes, 
And feeds and thrives on public miferies. 

But generous rage the bold Choroebus warms, 
Chorcebus, fam'd for virtue, as for arms ; 7x5 

Soma few like him, infpir'd with martial flame, 

Thought a fhort life well loft for endlefs fame. 

Thefe, 

~— — ^— 

Occurrit confeffa patri. nee motus, at atro 
Imperat, infandum ! cupientem occumbere leto. 

Sero memor thalami, moeftae folatia morti, 
Phoebe, paras, monftrum infandis Acheronte fub imo 
Conceptum Eumenidum thalamis, cui virgin! s ora 
Pc&oraque, aeterjium ftridens a vertice furgit 
Et ferrugineam frontem difcriminat anguis : 
Haec tarn dira lues noclumo fquallida pafTu 710 

Illabi thalamis, animafque a ftirpe recentes 
Abripere altricum gremiis, morfuque cruento 
Devefci, et multum patrio pinguefcere lu&u. 
* Haud tulit armorum praeftans animique Choroebus ; 
Seque ultro left is juvenura, qui robore primi 716 



1 



Book I. THEBAIS OF STATIUS. 317 

Thefe, where two ways in equal parts divide, 

The direful monfter from afar defcry'd j 

Two bleeding babes depending at her fide, 720 

Whofe panting vitals, warm with life, flie draws, 

And in their hearts embrues her cruel claws. 

The youths furround her with extended fpears j 

But brave Choroebus in the front appears, 

Deep in her breaft he plung'd his mining fword, 725 

And hell's dire monfter back to hell reftorM. 

Th' Inachians view the (lain with vaft furprize, 

Her twifting volumes, and her rolling eyes, 

Her fpotted breaft, and gaping womb embruM 

With livid poifon, and our childrens blood. 730 

The croud in ftupid wonder fix'd appear, 

Pale ev'n in joy, nor yet forget to fear. 

Some 

Famam pofthabita faciles extendere vita, 

Obtulit. ilia novos ibat populata penates 

Portarum in bivio. lateri duo corpora parvum 720 

Dependent, et jam unca manus vitalibus haeret, 

Ferratique ungues tenero fub corde tepefcunt. 

Obvius huic latus omne virum ftipante corona, 

It juvenis, ferrumque ingens fub peftore diro 725 

Condidit ; atque imas animae mucrone corufco 

Scrutatus latebras, tandem fua monftra profundo 

Reddit habere Jovi. juvat ire, et vifere juxta 

Liventes in morte oculos, uterique nefandam 

Proluviem, et craflb fquallentia pe&ora tabo, 

Qua uoftrae cecidere animae. ftupet Inacha pubes, 73* 
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Some with vail beams the fqualid corpfe engage, 

And weary all the wild efforts of rage. 

The birds obfcene, that nightly flock'd to tafte, 735 

With hollow fcreeches fled the dire repaft ; 

And ravenous dogs, allur'd by fcented blood, 

And ftarving wolves ran howling to the wood. 

But, nVd with rage, from cleft Parnaffus* brow 
Avenging Phoebus bent his deadly bow, 740 

And hifling flew the feather'd fates below z 
A night of fultry clouds involved around 
The towers, the fields, and, the devoted ground: 
And now. a thoufand lives together fled, 
Peath with his fcythe cut off the fatal thread, 745 
And a whole province in his triumph led. 

But 

Magnaque poft lacrymas etiamnum gaudia pallent. 
Hi trabibus durip, folatia vana dolori, 
Proterere exanimes arms, afprofque molares 
JJeculcare genis j nequit iram explere poteftas. 
Illam et no&urno circum ftrtdore volantes 735 

Impaftae fugiftis aves, rabidamque canum vim, 
Oraque ficca ferunt trepidorum inhiafle luporum. 

Saevior in miferos fatis ultricis ademptae 
Deliu* infurgit, fummaque biverticis umbra 740 

Parnafli reddens, arcu crudelis iniquo 
Peftifera arma jacit, campofque, et celfa Cyclopum 
Tefta fuperje&o nebularum incendit ami&u. 
Labuntur dulces animae : Mors fila fororum 
Soft mctit, captamque tenens fert manibus urbem. 
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But Phoebus, afk'd why noxious fires appear, 
And raging Sirius blafts the fickly yearj 
Demands their lives by whom his monfter fell. 
And dooms a dreadful facrifice to hell. 750 

Bleft be thy duft, and let eternal fame 
Attend thy Manes, and preferve thy name, 
Undaunted hero ! who, divinely brave, 
In fuch a caufe difdain'd thy life to fave 5 
But view'd the fhrine with a fuperior look, 755 

And its upbraided Godhead thus befpoke : 

With piety, the foul's fecureft guard, 
And confcious virtue, ftill its own reward, 
Willing I come, unknowing how to fear j 
Nor (halt thou, Phoebus, find a fuppliant here. 760 
Thy monfter's death to me was ow'd alone, 

And tis a deed too glorious to difown. 

Behold 

Quaerenti quae caufa duci, quis ab aethere laevug 
Ignis, et in totum regnaret Sirius annum ! 
Idem autor Paean rurfus jubet ire cruento 
Inferias monftro juvenes, qui caedi potiti. 759 

Fortunate animi, longumque in faecula digne 
Promeriture diem ! non tu pia degener arma 
Occulis, aut certae trepidas occurrere morti. 
Cominus ora ferens, Cyrrhaei in limine templi 755 
Conftitit, et ficras ita vocibus afperat iras : 

Non miflus, Thymbraee, tuos fupplexve penates 
Advenio : mea me pietas, et confcia villus 
Has egere vias. ego fum qui caede fubegi, 
Phoebe, tuum mortale nefas 5 quern nubibus atris, 
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Behold him here, for whom, fo many days, 
Impervious clouds conceal'd thy fallen rays ; 
For whom, as Man no longer claimed thy ca 
Such numbers fell by peftilential air ! 
But if th 1 abandoned race of human kind 
From Gods above no more compaflion find j 
If fuch inclemency in Heaven can dwell, 
Yet why muft unoffending Argos feel 
The vengeance due to this unlucky fteel ? 
On me, on me, let all thy fury fall, 
Nor err from me, fince I deferve it all : 
Unlefs our defert cities pleafe thy fight, 
Or funeral flames refleft a grateful light. 
Difcharge thy (hafts, this ready bofom rend, 
And to the fhades a ghoft triumphant fend j 



Et fquallente die, nigra quern tabe finiftri 
Quaeris, inique, poli. quod fi monftra effera 
Cara adeo Superis, ja&uraque vilior orbis, 
Mors hominum, et faevb tanta inclementia co 
Quid meruere Argi ? me, me, divum optime 
Objecifle caput fatis praeftabit, an illud 
Lene magis cordi, quod defolata domorum 
Te&a vides ? ignique datis cultoribus omnia 
Lucet ager r fed quid fando tua tela manufqui 
Demoror 1 expectant matres, fupremaque funi 
Vota mthi. fatis eft : merui, ne parcere velles 
Proinde move pharetras, arcufque intende fon 
Infignemque animam leto demitte : fed ilium 
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But for my country let my fate atone, 

Be mine the vengeance, as the crime my own. 

Merit diftrefs'd, impartial Heaven relieves t . 7 So 
Unwelcome life relenting Phoebus gives 5 
For not the vengeful power,, that glow"d with rage, 
With fuch amazing virtue durft engage. 
The clouds difpersM, Apollo's wrath expir'd, 
And from the wondering God th* unwilling youth re- 
tir'd. 785 

Thence we thefe altars in his temple raife, 
And offer annual honours, feafts, and praife ; 
Thofe folemn feafts propitious Phoebus pleafe t 
Thefe honours, ftill renewed, his ancient wrath appeafe. 

But fay, illufhious gueft ! ( adjoined the King) 790 
What name you bear, from what high race you (pring ? 

The 

Pallidus Inachiis qui defuper imminet Argis, 
Dum morior, depelle globum. Fors aequa merentes 
Refpicit. ardentem tenuit revwtntia caedis 7 So 

Latoidem, triftemque viro fummiffus honorem 
Largitur vitae. noftro mala nubila coelo 
Difrugiunt j at tu ftupefa&i a limine Phoebi 
Exoratus abis. inde haec ftata facra quotannis 
Solennes recolunt epulae, Phoebeiaque placat 
Templa novatus honos. has forte invifitis aras. 
Vos quae progenies ? quanquam Calydonius Oeneus, 
Et Parthaoniae (dudum fi certus ad aures 79 1 

Clamor iit) tibi jura domus : tu pande quis Argos 
Advenias ? quando haec variis fermonibus hora eft. 
Vol. I. Y 
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The noble Tydeus ftands confe&d, and knOWi 
Our neighbour Prince, and feeir of Calydcfrf. 
Relate your fortunes* -while the friendly night 
And filent hours to various talk invftte. 

The Theban bends on earth his gloomy eye 
Confus'd and fadiy thus at length replies : 
Before thefe altars how Aall I proclaim 
(Oh generous prince) r my i*atidn> or thy name, 
Or through what veins our ancient blood 'has*r< 
Let the fad tale for ever reft trfitold I 
Yet if, propitious to a wlfcfcch w(8?tio*ra, 
You feek to (hare ih rffcrows not yotfr -owii 5 
Know then, from Cadmus I derive my -race, 
Jocafta's fon, and Thebes lhy native pflaee. 
To whom the King (who felt his generous brti 
Touch'd with concern for his unhappy gueft) 
Replies :— Ah why forbears the fon to name 
His wretched father, known too Well by fame? 



Dejecit^noeftos extemplo Ifiiwnius hecos . 
In terrain vultus, taciteque ad Tydea laefum 
Obliquare oculos. turn tonga filentia nfovit : 
Non fuper hos divum tibi fum quarerendus boa 
U&de genus, quae terra mihi : quis defluat ond 
Sanguinis antiqui, piget inter facra fatetL 
Sed fi praecipitant miferum cognofcere curat, 
Cadmus origo patrum, teltos Marortia Th*b*< 
Et genetrrx Jocafta mihi. turn morus Adrafhit 
Hofpitiis (agnovit enim) quid nota recondis ? 
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Fame, that delights around the world to ftray, Si* 

Scorns not to take our Argos in her way. 

Ev'n thofe who dwejl where funs at diftance roll, 

In northern wilds, und freeze beneath the pole; 

And thofe who tread the burning Libyan lands. 

The faithlcfs Syrtes, and the moving lands* €15 

Who view the weftern fea's extrcmeft bounds. 

Or drink of Ganges in their eaftern grounds 5 

Ail thefe the woes of Oedipus- have known, 

Your fates, your furies, and your haunted town. 

If on the fons the parents* crimes defcend, Sao 

What Prince from thofe his Hnenge can defend? 

Be this thy comfort, that 'tis thine t 1 efface 

With virtuous -afts thy ainceftor's diigrace, 

And be thyfelf the honour of thy race. 

But fee 1 the Aars fogin to ileal away, 615 

And mine more faintly at approaching day. 

Now 

Soimus, ait: nee fie averfum fama Mycenis • f'xe 

Volvit iter, regnum, -et fucias, oculoJquefntdente* 
Novit, et Arclois £ quis de folibus horret, 
Quique bibit Gangen, aut nigrum OGcafibus infrat 
Oceanum, et fi quos incerto littore Syrtes £1-5 

Deftituunt: ne perge queri, cftfiuque priorum 
Annumerare tibi. noftro quoque fanguine multum 
Erravit pietas j nee culpa nepotibus obftat. £a« 

Tu modo diffimilis rebus mereare fecundis 
Excufare tuos. Sed jam temorte fupino 
Xanguet Hyperboreae glacialis portrtor urfae. t* 5 

Fundtte vina foci*, fervatoremque parentum 

Y a 
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Now pour the wine ; and in your tuneful lays 

Once more refound the great Apollo's praife. 

Oh father Phoebus ! whether Lycia's coaft 

And fnowy mountains thy bright prefence boaft; frjo 

Whether to fweet Caftalia thou repair, - 

And bathe in filver dews thy yellow hair 5 

Or, pleas'd to find fair Delos float no- more, 

Delight in Cynthus, and the fliady more y 

Or chufe thy feat in Ilion*s proud abodes, $35 

The mining ftru&ures raised by labouring Gods : 

By thee the bow and mortal- (hafts are borne j 

Eternal charms thy blooming youth adorn : 

SkillM in the laws of fecret fate above. 

And the dark counfels of almighty Jove, 84* 

Tis thine the feeds of future war to know, 

The change of fceptres, and impending woe; 

When 

Latoiden votis iterumque iterumque canamus. 

Phoebe parens, feu te Lyciae Pataraea nivofis 
Exercent dumeta jugis, feu rore pudico 830 

Caftaiiae flavos amor eft tibi mergere crines y 
Seu Trojam Thymbraeus habes, ubi fama vofentem 
Ingratis Phrygios humeris fubiifle molares : 
Seu juvat Aegaeum feriens Latonius umbra 
Cynthus, et afliduam pelago non quaerere Delon : 835 
Tela tibi, longeque feros lentandus in hoftes 
Arcus, et aetherii dono ceffere parentes 
Aeternum florere genas. tu dq&us iniquas 
Parcarum praenofle minas, fatumque quod ultra eft, 
Et fummo placitura Jovi. quis letifer annus, 840 

Bella quibus populis, mutent quae fceptra comttae. 
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When direful meteors fpread through glowing air 

Long trails of light, and fhake their blazing hair. 

Thy rage the Phrygian felt, who durft afpire S45 

T* excel the mufic of thy heavenly lyre ; 

Thy fliafts aveng'd lewd Tityus* guilty flame 3 

Th* immortal vittim of thy mother's fame. 

Thy hand flew Python, and the dame who loft 

Her numerous offspring for a fatal bo aft. 85© 

In Phlegya's doom thy juft revenge appears, 

Condemned to furies and eternal fears ; 

He views his food, but dreads, with lifted eye, 

The mouldering rock that trembles from on high. 

Propitious hear our prayer, O Power divine 1 855 
And on thy hofpitable Argos ftiine, 
Whether the ftyle of Titan pleafe thee more, 
Whofe purple rays th' Achaemenes adore j 
Or great Ofiris, who firft taught the Twain 
In Pharian fields to fow die golden grain j 860 

Or 



Tu Phryga fubmittis citharae. tu matris honori S45 
Terrigenam Tityon Stygiis extendis arenis* 
Te viridis Python, Thebanaque mater ovantem, 
Horruit in pharetris. ultrix tibi torva Megaera $50 
Jejunum Phlegyam fubter cava faxa jacentem 
Aeterno premit accubitu, dapibufque profanis 
Inftimulat : fed mifta famem faftidia vincunt. 
Adils o memor hofpitii, Junoniaque arva 855 

Dexter ames ; feu te rofeum Titana vocari 
Gentis Achaemeniae ritu, feu praeftat Ofirin 

Y $ 
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Or Mitra, to whofe beams the Perfian bows, 
And pays, in hollow rocks, his awful vows i 
Mitra, whofe head the blaze of light adorns. 
Who grafps the ftruggling heifer's lunar horns* 

Frugiferum, feu Perfei fub rupibus antri 
Indignata fequi torquentem cornua Mitram* 
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H £ (aid, and for her loft Galanthis fighs, 
When the fair Conibrt of her fon replies : 

Since you a fervant's raviuYd form bemoan, 

And kindly figh for farrows not your own j, 

Let me (if tears and grief permit) relate 5; 

A nearer woe, a fitter's fbanger fate. 

N6 Njrmph of all Oechalia could compare 

For beauteous form with Dryope the fair, 

Her tender mother's only hope and pride, 

(Myfelf the offspring of a fecond bride) x« 

This Nymph compre&'d by him who rules the day, 

Whom Delphi and the Mian ifle obey* 

A*dr»mon 

TTVlXIT: et, admoAilu vgtemcomraota mintftrae, 
-"- , Ingemuit 5 quam fig nu*us eft adfata delentem : 
Tt tamen, o genitrix, alienae f anguine veftra 
Rapta movet facies. quid; fi tibi mira fororis 
Fata meae referana ? quanquara lacrymaeque dolorquc 
Iropediunt, prohibentque loqui. fuitunicamatri 
(Me pater ex al«» genuit) nqti#ima fcrma ?*- 

Y 4 
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Andraemon lov'd 5 and, blefs'd in all thofe charms . 

That pleased a God, fucceeded to her arms. 

A lake there was, with fhelving banks around, 15 

Whofe verdant fumrait fragrant myrtles crownM. 

Thefe (hades, unknowing of the fates, fhe fought, 

And to the Naiads flowery garlands brought} 

Her fmiling babe (a pleaiing charge) fhe preft 

Within her arms, and nourinVd at her breaft. ao 

Not diftant far, a watery Lotos grows, 

The fpring was new, and all the verdant boughs, 

Adorn M with bloffoms, promis'd fruits that vie 

In glowing colours with the Tyrian dye : 

Of thefe (lie cropped to pleafe her infant fon, 1$ 

And I myfelf the fame rafh aft had done : 

But lo ! I faw (as near her fide I flood) 

The violated bloffoms drop with blood. 

Upon 

Oechalidum Dryope : quam virginitate carentem, 

Vimque Dei paffam, Delphos Delonque tenentis, 

Excipit Andraemon 5 et habetur conjuge felix. 

Eft lacus, acclivi devexo margine formam 15 

Littoris efficiens : fummum myrteta coronant. 

Venerat hue Dryope fatorum nefcia ; quoque 

Indignere magis, Nymphis latura coronas. 

Inque finu puerum, qui nondum impleverat annum, 

Dulce ferebat onus ; tepidique ope la&is alebat. 10 

Haud procul a ftagno, Tyrios imitata colores, 

In fpem baccarum florebat aquatica lotos. 

Carpferat hinc Dryope, quos oble&amina nato 45 

Porrigeret, flores : et idem faclura videbar j 
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iTpon the tree I caft a frightful look ; 

The trembling tree with fudden horror (hook. 39 

Lotis the nymph (if rural tales be true) 

As from Priapus* lawlefs luft (he flew, 

Forfook her form ; and fixing here became 

A flowery plant, which ftill preferves her name. 

This change unknown, aftonifti'd at the fight, 35 
My trembling fitter ftrove to urge her flight : 
And firft the pardon of the nymphs implor'd, 
And thofe offended fylvan powers ador'd : 
But when (he backward would have fled, (he found 
Her ftiffening feet were rooted in the ground : 40 

In vain to free her faften'd feet (he ftrove, 
And, as (he (buggies, only moves above 5 
She feels th' encroaching bark around her grow 
By quick degrees, and cover all below : 

Surpriz'd 

- 

Namque aderam. vidi guttas e flore cruentas 
Decidere ; et tremulo ramos horrore moveri. 30 

Scilicet, ut referunt tardi nunc denique agreftes, 
Lotis in hanc Nymphe, fugiens obfcoena Priapi, 
Contulerat verfos, fervato nomine, vultus. 

Nefcierat foror hoc ; quae cum perterrita retro 35 
Ire, et adoratis vellet difcedere Nymphis, 
Haeferunt radice pedes, convellere pugnat : 40 

Nee quidquam, nifi fumma, movet. fuccrefcit ab imo. 
Totaque paulatim lentus premit inguina cortex. 
Ut vidit, conata manu laniare capillos, 
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Surpriz'd at this, her trembling hand (he heaves % 4$r 
fo rend her hair } her hand is filFd with leaves : 
Where late was hair, the (hooting, leaves are fcen 
To rife, and (hade her with a fudden green* 
The child Araphiffus, to her bofom prefs'd, 
Perceiv'd a colder and a harder breaft, 50 

And found the fprings, that ne'er till the* dcoy'd 
Their milky moifture, on a fudden dry'd. 
I faw, unhappy ! wha£ I now relate, 
And flood the helplefs witnefe of thy fate, 
Embrac'd thy boughs, Ay riling bark delayed, 55 

There wim'd to grow, and mingle (hade with fhade. 

Behold Andrsemon and th' unhappy fire 
Appear, and for their Dryope enquire 5 
A fpringing tree for Dryope they find, 
And print warm kiuea on the panting rind. 6* 

Proftrate, 

Fronde manum implevit: frondes caput omne tene-i 
bant, 45 

At puer AmphifTos (namque hoc avus Eurytus illi 
Addider^t nomen) materna rigefcere fentit 
Ubera : nee fequitur ducentem la&eus humor. 59 

Speclatrix adcram fati crudelis 5 opemque 
Non potcram tibi ferre, foror : quantumque vajebam, 
Crefcentem truncum ramofque amplexa, morabar : $$ 
£t (fateor) volui fub eodem cortice condi. 
Ecce vir Andraemon, genitorque miferrimus, adfuntj 
Et quaerunt Dryopen ; Dryopen quaerentibus illis 
Oftendi loton. tepido dant ofcula ligno, 60 



FABLE OF DRYOPl. 331 

Proftrate, with teari their kindred plant bedew,. 

And clofe embrace as to the roots they grew. 

The face was all that now remained of thee, . 

No more a woman, nor yet quite a tree $ 

Thy branches hung with humid pearls appear, 65 

From every leaf diftils a trickling tear, 

And ftrait a voice, while yet a voice remains, 

Thus through the trembling boughs in fighs complains : 

If to the wretched any faith be given, 
I fwear by all th' unpitying powers of Heaven, 70. 

No wilful crime this heavy vengeance bred $ 
In mutual innocence our lives we led : 
If this be falfe, let thefe new greens decay, 
Let founding axes lop my limbs away, 
And crackling flames on all my honours prey. 75 
But from my branching arms this infant bear,. 
Let fome kind, nurfe fupply a mother's care : 

And 

Adfufique fuae radicibus arboris haerent. 

Nil nifi jam faciem, quod non foret arbor, habebat. 

Cara foror, lacrymae verfo de corpore fa&is 

Irrorant foliis : ac, dum licet, oraque praeftant 6$ 

Vocis iter, tales effundit in aera queftus. 

Si qua fides miferis, hoc me per numina juro 

Non meruifle nefas. patior fine crimine poenara. 7a 

Viximus innocuae : fi mentior, arida perdam, 

Quas habeo, frondes } et caefa fecuribus urar. 7$ 

Hunc tamen infantem maternis demite ramis, 

Et date nutrici $ noftraque fub arbora faepe 

Lac fackote bibat; noftraque fub arbore ludat. 
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And to his mother let him oft be led, 
Sport in her ihades, and in her (hades be fed 5 
Teach him, when firft his infant voice mall frame So 
Imperfeft words, and lifp his mother's name, 
To hail this tree $ and fay with weeping eyes, 
Within this plant my haplefs parent lies t 
And when in youth he feeks the ftiady woods, 
Dh, let him fly the cryftal lakes and floods, 85 

Nor touch the fatal flowers $ but, wanTd by me, 
Believe a Goddefs ftirin'd in every tree. 
My fire, my fifter, and my fpoufe, farewell ! 
If in your breafts or love or pity dwell, 
Protect your plant, nor let my branches feel 90 

The browzing cattle, or the piercing fteel. 
Farewell ! and fince I cannot bend to join 
My lips to yours, advance at leaft to mine. 
My fon, thy mother's parting kifs receive^ 
While yet thy mother has a kifs to give. 95 

I can 

Cumque loqui poterit, matrem facitote falutet, So 

Et triftis dicat : Latet hoc fub ftipite mater. 

Stagna tamen timeat ; nee carpat ab arbore flores : 

Et frutices omnes corpus putet efle Dearum. 

Care, vale, conjux, et tu germana, paterque ! 

Quis fi qua eft pietas, ab acutae vulnere falcis, 90 

A pecoris morfu frondes defend ite noftras. 

Et quoniam mihi fas ad vos incumbere non eft, 

Erigite hue artus, et ad ofcula noftra venite, 95 

Dum tangi pofTunt, parvumque attollite natum. 

Plura loqui nequeo. nam jam per Candida mollis 
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I can no more ; the creeping rind invades 
My clofing lips, and hides my head in fhades : 
Remove your hands ; the bark mall foon fuffice 
Without their aid to feal tfrefe dying eyes. 

She ceas'd at once to fpeak, and ceas'd to be 5 100 
And all the nymph was loft within the tree 5 
Yet latent, life through her new branches reign'd, 
And long the plant a human heat retained. 

Colla liber ferpet j fummoque cacumine condor. 
Ex oculis removete manus : fine munere veftro 
Contegat induclus morientia lumina cortex. 
Defierant fimtil ora loqui, fimul efle : diuque io» 

Corpore mutato rami caluere reccntes. 
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VERTUMNUS 

AND 

POMONA. 

From Ovid's Metamorphosis, Book XI V. 

. *T* H £ fair Pomona flouriih'd in his .reign; 
■*• Of all the Virgins of the fylvan train, 
None taught the trees a nobler race to bear, 
Or more lmorov'd the vegetable care. 
To her the ftiady grove, the flowery field, 5 

The ftreams and fountains, no delights .could yield; 
'Twas all her joy the ripening fruits to tend, 
And fee the boughs with happy burthens bend. 
The hook fhe bore inftead of Cynthia's fpear, 
To lop the growth of the luxuriant year, 10 

To decent form the lawlefs moots to bring, 
And teach th' obedient branches where to fpring. 

Now 

RE G E fub hoc Pomona fuit : qua nulla Latinas 
Inter Hamadryadas coluit folertius hortos, 
Nee fuit arborei ftudiofior altera foetus : 
Unde tenet nomen. non fylvas ilia, nee amnesj 5 

Rus amat, et ramos felicia poma ferentes. 
Nee jaculo gravis eft, fed adunca dextera falce: 10 

Qua modo luxuriem premit, et fpatiantia pailim 
Brachia compefcit j nffa modo cortice virgam 
Inferit ; et fuccos alieno praeftat alumno, 
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Now the cleft rind inferted graffs receives, 

And yields an offspring more than nature gives' ; 

Now Aiding ftreams the thirfty plants renew, 15 

And feed their fibres with reviving <dew. ' 

Thefe cares alone her virgin breaft employ, ' 

Averie ftotn Vemis and the nuptial joy. 

•Her private orcliards, wall'd on every fide, 

To lawleft fylvans all accefs deny'd. so 

How oft the Satyrs and the wanton Fawns, 

Who haunt the forefts, or frequent the lawns, 

The God whofe enfign fcares the birds of prey, 

And old Sitaras, youthful in decay, 

Employed their wiles and unavailing care, ^5 

To pafs the fences, and furprize the fair ? 

Like thefe, Vertunmus own'd his faithful flame, 

Like thefe, rejected by the fcornful dame. 

To 
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free patitur fentire fitim j bibulaeqne recurvas 15 

'Radicis fibras labentibus irrigat undis. 

TSic amor, noc ftudium : Veneris quoque nulla cupido. 

Vim tamen agreftum metuens, pomaria claudit 

Intus, et acceffos prohibet refugitque virile s. i& 

Quid non etSatyri, faltatibus apta juventus, 

Fecere, et pinu praecincli cornua Panes, 

Sylvanufque fuis femper juvenilior annis, 

Quique Deus fures, vel falce, vel inguine terret, 

Ut potirentur ea ? fed enim fuperabat amando i$ 

Hos quoque Vertumnus : neque erat felicior ilUs* 

O quoties habitu duri meflbris ariftas 

Corbe lulit, veriquefuit meflbris imago! 
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To gain her fight a thoufand forms he wears s 
And firft a reaper from the field appears, 30 

Sweating he walks, while loads of golden grain 
Overcharge the moulders of the feeming fwain. 
Oft o'er his back a crooked fcythe is laid. 
And wreaths of hay his fun-burnt temples {hade j 
Oft in his hardened hand a goad he bears, 35 

, Like one who late unyoak'd the fweating fteers. 
Sometimes his pruning- hook corrects the vines, 
And tlie loofe llragglers to their ranks confines. 
Now gathering what the bounteous year allows, 
He pulls ripe apples from the bending boughs. 40 

A foldier now, he with his fword appears j 
A fifher next, his trembling angle bears j 
Each fhape he varies, and each art he tries, 
On her bright charms to feaft his longing eyes. 

A female forjh at laft Vertumnus wears, 45 

With all the marks of reverend age appears, 
His temples thinly fpread with filver hairs 5 



I 



Prop'd 



Xempora faepe gerens foeno religata recenti, 

Defectum poterat gramen verfaffe videri. 

Saepe manu ftimulos rigida portabat } ut ilium 35 

Jurares feflbs modo disjunxifle juvencos. 

Fake data frondator erat, vitifque putator : 

Induerat fcalas, le&urum poma putares : 

Miles erat gladio, pifcator arundine fumta. 

Denique per multas ad i turn fibi faepe figuras 

Repperit, ut caperet fpeclatae gaudia formae. 

Ille etiam pi&a rcdimitus tempora mitra, 45 
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PropM on his ftaff, and ftooping as he goes, 

A painted mitre fhades his furrow'd brows. 

The God in this decrepit form array'd, 

The gardens enterM, and the fruit furvey'd; 

And " Happy you ! (he thus addrefs'd the maid) 

" Whofe charms as far all other nymphs out- mine, * 

" As other gardens are excell'd by thine !" 

Then kifs'd the fair; (his kiues warmer grow 55 

Than fuch as women on their fex beftow.) 

Then plac'd feefide her on the floweryNground, 

Beheld the trees with autumn's bounty crown'd. 

An elm was near, to whofe embraces led, 

The curling vine her fwelling clutters fpread : 60 

He view'd her twining branches with delight, 

And prais'd the beauty of the pleafing fight. 

Yet this tall elm, but for his vine (he faid) ; 

Had flood neglected, and a barren (hade 5 

And 



Innitens baculo, pofitis ad tempora canis, 
Adfimulavit anum : cultofque intravit in hortos 5 
Pomaque mirata eft : Tantoque potentior, inquit. 
Paucaque laudatae dedit ofcula : qualia nunquam 55 
Vera dediffet anus : glebaque incurva refedit, 
Sufpiciens pandos autumni pondere ramos. 
Ulmus erat contra, fpatiofa tumentibus uvis : 60 

Quam focia poftquam pariter cunv vite probavit j 
At fi ftaret, ait, coelebs, fine palmite truncus, 
Nil praeter frondes, quare peterctur, haberet. 
Vol. I. Z 
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And this fair vine, but that her aims furround 6$ 

Her many'd elm, had crept along the ground. 
Ah r beauteous maid, let this example move 
Your mind> averfe from all the joys of love- 
Deign to be lov'd, and every heart fubdue ! 
What nymph could e'er attraft fuch crouds as you ^ 70 
Not me whofe beauty urg'd the Centaur's arms, 
Ulyffes' Queen, nor Helen's fatal charms. 
Ev'n now, when filent fcorn is all they gain, 
A thoufand court you, though they court in vain, 
A thoufand fylvans, demigods, and gods, 75 

That haunt our mountains, and our Alban woods. 
But if youil profper, mark what I advife, 
Whom age and long experience render wife, 
And one whofe tender care is far above 
All that thefe lovers ever felt of love, So 

(Far 

Haec quoque, quae jttn&a vitis requiefcit in tdme, 6$ 
Si non nupta foret, terrae adclinata jacerei. 
Tu tamen exemplo non tangeris arboris hujus j 
Concubitufque fugis : nee te conjungere curas. 
Atque utinam velles ! Helene non pluribus eiTet 
Sollicitata procis : nee quae Lapithei'a movit 
Proelia, nee conjux timidis audacis Ulyflei. 
Nunc quoque. cum fugias averferifque petentes, 
Mille proci cupiunt; et femideique deique, 75, 

Et quaecunque tenent Albanos numina montcs. 
Sed tu, fi fapies, fi te bene jungere* anumque 
Hanc audire voles, (qaae te plus omnibus illis io 
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(Far more than e'er can by yourfelf be guefrd) 

Fix on Vertumnus, and *eje& the reft. 

For his firm faith I dare engage my own j 

Scarce to himfelf, himfelf is better known. 

To diftant lands Vertumnus never roves j %$ 

Like you, contented with his native groves 5 

Nor at firft fight, like moft, admires the fair 5 

For you he lives ; and you alone mail marc 

His laft affe&ion, as his early care. 

Befides, he 's lovely far above the reft, 90 

With youth immortal, and with beauty bleft. 

Add, that he varies every fliape with eafe, 

And tries all forms that may Pomona pleafe. 

But what mould moft excite a mutual flame, 

Your rural cares and pleafures are the fame. 95 

To him your orchard's early fruit are due, 

(A pleafing offering when 'tis made by you) 

He 

Plus quam credis, amo) vulgares rejice taedas : 

Vertumnumque tori focium tibi felige : pro quo 

Me quoque pignus habe, neque enim fibi nottor Hie eft, 

Quam mihi, nee toto paflim vagus errat in orbe. 

Haec loca fola colit ; nee, uti pars magna procorum, 

Quam modo vidit, amat. tu primus et ultimus illi 

Ardor eris ; folique fuos tibi devovet annos. 

Adde, quod eft juvenis : quod naturale decoris. 90 

Munus habet j formafque apte fingetur in omnes : 

Et, quod erit juflus (jubeas licet omnia) fiet. 

Quid, quod amatSs idem? quod> quae tibi poma co- 

luntur, 

Z 2. 
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He value* tbefe 5 but yet (alas !) complains, 

That ftill the bed and deareft gift remains. 

Not the fair fruit that on yon' branches glows 100 

With that ripe red th' autumnal fun beftows ; 

Nor tafteful herbs that in thefe gardens rife, 

Which the kind foil with milky fap fupplies 5 

You, only you, can move the God's defire : 

Oh, crown fo confbunt and fo pure a fire ! 105 

Let foft companion touch your gentle mind ; 

Think, 'tis Vertumnus begs you to be kind $ 

So may no froft, when early buds appear, 

Deftroy the promife of the youthful year ; 

Nor winds, when firft your florid orchard blows, no 

Shake the light bloflbms from their blafted boughs ! 

This when the various God had urg'd in vain, 
He ftrait aflunVd his native form again j 
Such, and fo bright an afpe& now he bears, 
As when through clouds th' emerging fun appears, 115 

And 

Primus habet $ laetaque tenet tua munera dextra ? 

Sed neque jam foetus denderat arbore demtos, 

Nee, quas hortus alit, cum fuccis mitibus herbas j 100 

Nee quidquam, nifi te. miferere ardentis : et ipfum, 

Qui petit, ore meo praefentem crede precari.— 

Sic tibi nee vernum nafcentia frigus adurat 

Poma; nee excutiant rapidi florentia ventd. no 

Haec ubi nequicquam forraas Deus aptus in omnes, 
Edidit j in juvenem rediit : et anilia demit 
Inftrumenta fibi : talifque adparuit illi, 
Qualis ubi oppofitas nitidiflima folis imago 115 
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And thence exerting his refulgent ray, 
Difpels the darknefs, and reveals the day. 
Force he prepared, but checked the rafh deiign ; 
For when, appearing in a form divine, 
The Nymph furveys him, and beholds the grace 
Of charming features, and a youthful face j 
In her foft brcaft confenting paflions move, 
And the warm maid confefs'd a mutual love. 
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Evicit nubes, nullaque obftante reluxit. 
Vimque parat : fed vi non eft opus : inque figura 
Capta Dei Nympha eft, et rautua vulnera fentit. 
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IMITATIONS 

O F 

ENGLISH POETS. 

Done by the Author in his Youth. 

I. 
CHAUCER. 

WO M E N ben full of Ragerie, 
Yet fwinken nat fans fecrefie. 
Thilke moral mall ye underftond, 
From Schoole-boy's Talc of fayre Irelond : 
Which to the Fennes hath him betake, 5 

To filch the gray Ducke fro the Lake. 
Right then, there patten by the way 
His Aunt, and eke her Daughters tway. 
Ducke in his Trowfes hath he hent, 
Not to be fpied of Ladies gent. 10 

" But ho! our Nephew, (crieth-one) 
" Ho ! quoth another, Cozen John 5" 
And ftoapen, and lough, and callen out,— 
This filly Clerk full low doth lout : 
They afken that, and talken this, 15 

" Lo here is Coz, and here is Mifs." 
But, as he glozeth with fpeeches foote, 
The Ducke fore tickleth his Erfe roote : 
Fore-piece and buttons ali-to-breft, 
Forth thruft a white neck, and red creft. so 

Z 4 Te-he, 
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Te-he, cryM Ladies ; Clerke nought fp#ke ; 

Mifs ftarM ; and gray Ducke cryeth Quake. 

€t O Moder, Moder, (quoth the daughter) 

" Be thilke fame thing Maids longen a'ter ? 

" JJette is to pine on coals and chalke, a 5 

" Then tiuft on Mon, whofe yerde can talfce." 

SPENSER. 

THE ALLEY. 
I 

JN every Town where Thamis rolls his Tyde, 
A narrow Pafs there is, with Houfes low } 
Where ever and anon, the Stream is ey'd, 
And many a Boat, foft Aiding to and fro. 
There oft are heard the notes of Infant Woe, 5 

The fhort thick Sob, loud Scream, and thriller Squall : 
How can ye, Mothers, vex your children Co ? 
Some play, fome eat , fome cack againft the wall, 
And as they crouchen low, for bread and butter call. 

n. 

And on the broken pavement, here and there, ' 10 

Doth many a ftinking fprat and herring lie j 

A brandy and tobacco fhop is near, 

And hens, and dogs, and hogs are feeding by ; 

And here a failor's jacket hangs to dry. 

At every door are fun-burnt matrons feen, 15 

Mending old nets to catch the fcaly fry, 

Now 
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Now fmging ftirill, and fcolding eft between; 

Scolds anfwer foul-mouth'd fcolds 5 bad neighbourhood 

I ween. 

III. 
The fnappifti cur (the paffengers annoy) 
Clofe at my heel with yelping treble flies 5 20 

The whimp'ring girl, and hoarfer-fcreaming boy, 
Join to the yelping treble, fhrilling cries ; 
The fcolding Quean to louder notes doth rife, 
And her full pipes thofe fhrilling cries confound 5 
To her full pipes the grunting hog replies 5 25 

The grunting hogs alarm the neighbours round, 
And curs, girls, boys, and fcolds, in the deep bafe are 

drown'd. 

IV. 
Hard by a Sty, beneath a roof of thatch, 
Dwelt Obloquy, who in her early days 
Bafkets of fifh at Billinfgate did watch, 30 

Cod, whiting, oyfter, mackrel, fprat, or plaice : 
There learn'd me fpeech from tongues that never ceafe. 
Slander befide her, like a Magpie, chatters, 
With Envy, (fpitting Cat) dread foe to peace 5 
Like a curs'd Cur, Malice before her clatters, 35 

And, vexing every wight, tears clothes and all to tatters. 

V. 
Her dugs were mark'd by every Collier's hand, 
Her mouth was black as bull-dog's at the ftall : 
She fcratched, bit, and fpar'd ne lace ne band, 
And bitch and rogue her anfwer was to all 5 40 

Nay, e'en the parts of fhame by name would call : 

Yea, 
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Yea, when (he parted by or lane or nook, 

Would greet the man who turn'd him to the WaB, 

And by his hand obfcene the porter took, 

Nor ever did afkance like modeft Virgin look. 45 

VI. 
Such place hath Deptford, navy-building town, 
Woolwich and Wapping, fmelling ftrong of pitch 5 
Such Lambeth, envy of each band and gown, 
And Twickenham fuch, which fairer fcenes enrich, 
Grots ftatues, urns, and Jo— n's Dog and Bitch. 50 
Ne village is without, on either fide, 
All up the filver Thames, or all adown 5 
Ne Richmond's felf, from whofe tall front are ey'd 
Vales, fpires, meandering ftreams, and Windfbr*s towery 
pride. 

III. 
WALLER. 

OF A LADY SINGING TO HER LUTE. 

FAIR Charmer, ceafe, nor make your voice's prize 
A heart refign'd the conqueft of your eyes : 
Well might, alas ! that threat*ned veffei fail, 
Which winds and lightning both at once afiail. 
We were too bleft with thefe inchanting lays, 5 

Which muft be heavenly when an Angel plays : 
But killing charms your lover's death contrive, 
Left heavenly mufick mould be heard alive.. 
Orpheus could charm the trees, but thus a tree, 
Taught by your hand, can charm no lefs than he : 10 
A Poet made the filent wood purfue, 

This vocal wood had drawn the Poet too. 

On 



IMITATIONS OF ENGLISH POETS. sO 

On* a Fan of the Author's defign, in which w«t 
painted the (lory of Cephalus and Pro cms, 
with the Motto, Aura Veni. 

f*\ O ME, gentle air ! th* ^Eolian (hepherd faid, 

^ While Procris panted in the fecret (hade j 

Come, gentle Air, the fairer Delia cries, 

While at her feet her fwain expiring lies. 

Lo the glad gales o'er all her beauties ftray, 

Breathe on her lips, and in her bofom play ! 

In Delia's hand this toy is fatal found. 

Nor could that fabled dart more furely wound : 

Both gifts dcftru£tive to the givers prove 5 

Alike both lovers fall by thofe they love. 

Yet guiltlefs too this bright deftroyer lives, 

At random wounds, nor knows the wound (he givet : 

She views the ftory with attentive eyes, 

And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 

IV. 

COWLEY. 

THE GARDEN. 

Ill' A IN would my Mufe the flowery Treafure (ing, 
* And humble glories of the youthful Spring : 
Where opening Rofes breathing fweets diffufe, 
And foft Carnations (hower their balmy dews \ 
Where Lilies fmile in virgin robes of white, 5 

The thin undrefs of fuperficial Light, 

And 
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And vary'd Tulips (how fo dazling gay, 

Blufhing in bright diverfities of day. 

Each painted flowret in the lak6 below ^ 

Surveys its beauties, whence its beauties grow; id 

And pale NarchTus on the bank, in vain 

Transformed, gazes on himfelf again. 

Here aged trees Cathedral Walks compofe, 

And mount the hill in venerable rows j 

There the green Infants in their beds are laid, 15 

The Garden's Hope, and its expe&cd /hade. 

Here Orange trees with blooms and pendants fhine, 

And vernal honours to their autumn join ; 

Exceed their promife in their ripen'd ftore, 

Yet in the rifing bloffom promife more. 10 

There in bright drops the cryftal Fountains play, 

By Laurels fhielded from the piercing day : 

Where Daphne, now a tree, as once a maid, 

Still from Apollo vindicates her (hade, 

Still turns her beauties from th* invading beam, %$ 

Nor feeks in vain for fuccour to the ftream, 

The ftream at once preferves her virgin leaves, 

At once a fhelter from her boughs receives. 

Where Summer's beauty midft of Winter ftays, 

And Winter's Coolnefs fpite of Summer's rays. 30 



WEEP 
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WEEPING. 

TT7HILE Celia's Tears make forrow bright, 
• * Proud grief fits fwelling in her eyes ; 

The Sun, next thofe the faireft light, 
Thus from the Ocean firft did rife : 

And thus thro' Mifts we fee the Sun, 35 

Which elfe we durft not gaze upon. 

Thefe filver drops, like morning dew, 

Foretell the favour of the day : 
So from one cloud foft fhowers we view, 

• And blading lightnings burft away. 40 

The ftars that fall from Celia's eye, 
Declare our. Doom in drawing nigh. 

The Baby in that funny Sphere 

So like a Phaeton appears, 
That Heav'n, the threatened World to fpare, * 4.5 

Thought fit to drown him in ha- Tears : • 
Elfe might, th' ambitious Nymph afpire, 
To fet, like him, Heaven too on fire. 



E. OF 
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V. 
E. OF ROCHESTER. 
ON SILENCE. 

SILENCE! coeval with Eternity ; 
Thou wert, ere Nature's felf began to be, 
•Twas one vaft Nothing, all, and all ilept faft in thee. 

II. 
Thine was the fway, ere heaven was form'd, or earth, 
Ere fruitful Thought conceiv'd creation's birth, 
Or midwife Word gave aid, and fpoke the infant forth. 

III. 
Then various elements, againft thee joined, 
In one more various animal combined, 
And fram'd the clamorous race of bufy Human-kind. 

IV. 
The tongue mov'd gently firft, and fpeech was low, 
Till wrangling Science taught it noife and fhow, 
And wicked Wit arofe, thy moft abufive foe. 

V. 
But rebel Wit deferts thee oft in vain ; 
Loft in the maze of Words he turns again, 
And feeks a furer ftate, and courts thy gentle reign. 

VI. 
Affli&ed Senfe thou kindly doft fet free, 
OpprefsM with argumental tyranny, 
And routed Reafon finds a fafe retreat in thee. 

With 
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VII. 
With thee in private modeft Dulnefs lies, 

And in thy bofom lurks in Thought's difguife ; 
Thou varniflier of Fools, and cheat of all the Wife ! 

VIII. 
Yet thy indulgence is by both confeft j 

Folly by thee lies fleeping in the breaft, 
And 'tis in thee at laft that Wifdom feeks for reft. 

IX. 
, Silence, the knave's repute, the whore's good name, 

The only honour of the wiihing dame 5 
Thy very want of tongue makes thee a kind of Fame. 

X. 

But couldft thou feize fome tongues that now are free. 

How Church and State fhould be oblig'd to thee ! 
At Senate, and at Bar, how welcome wouldft thou be i 

XL 

Yet fpeech ev'n there, fubmiflively withdraws, 

From rights of fubjecls, and the poor man's caufe : 

Then pompous Silence reigns, and frills the noify Laws. 

XII. 
Paft fervices of friends, good deeds of foes, 

What Favourites gain, and what the Nation owes, 

Fly the forgetful world, and in thy arms repofe. 

XIII. 

The country wit, religion of the town, 

The courtier's learning, policy o' th* gown, 
Are beft by thee exprefs'd ; and mine in thee alone. 

XIV. 
The parfon's cant, the lawyer's fophiftry, 

Lord's quibble, critic's jeft j all end in thee, 

All reft in peace at laft, and fleep eternally. 

JS. OF 
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VI. 

E. OFDORSET. 

ARTEMISIA. 

^THOUGH Artemifia talks, by fits, 
■*■ Of councils, dailies, fathers, wits ; 

Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and Locke s 
Yet in fome things me thinks fhe fails, 
'Twere well if fhe would pair her nails, 

And wear a cleaner fmock. 

Haughty and huge as High-Dutch bride, 
Such naftinefs, arid fo much pride, 

Are oddly join'd by fate : 
On her large fquab you find her fpread, 
Like a fat corpfe upon a bed, 

That lies and (links in date. 

She wears no colours (fign of grace) 
On any part except her face ; 

All white and black befide : 
Dauntlefs her look, her gefture proud, 
Her voice theatrically loud, 

And mafculine her ftride. 

So have I feen, in black and white 
A prating thing, a Magpye hight, 

Maj eft ic ally ftalk ; 
A (lately, worthlefs animal, 
That plies the tongue, and wags the tail, 

All flutter, pride, and talk. 

PHR\ 
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P H R Y N E. 

PH R Y N E had talents for mankind, 
Open me Was, and unconfin'd, 
Like fome free port of trade ; 
Merchants Unloaded here their freight* 
And Agents from each foreign ftate 5 

Here firft their entry made. 

Her learning and good-breeding fuch, 
Whether th* Italian or the Dutch, 

Spaniards or French came to her t 
To all obliging me 'd appeal* : 10 

*Twas Si Signior, 'twas Yaw Mynheer, 

'Twas S'il vous plaift, Monfieur. 

Obfcure by birth, renownM by crimes, 
Still changing names, religion, climes, 

At length (he turns a Bride : 1 5 

In diamonds, pearls, and rich brocades, 
She mines the firft of batter'd jades, 

And flutters in her pride. 

So have I known thofe Infetts fair 

(Which curious Germans hold fo rare) 20 

Still vary fliapes and dyes j 
Still gain new Titles with new forms j 
Firft grubs obfcene, then wriggling worms, 

Then painted butterflies. 

Vol. 1. A * Dr. 
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vn. 

Dr. SWlfrT. 

The Happy Life of a Country. Parson. 

PARSON, thefe things in thy pofTefling 
Are better than the Biihop's bleffing. 
A Wife that makes conferves j a Steed 
That carries double when there's need : 
October ftore, and, beft. Virginia, 5 

Tythe-Pig, and mortuary Guinea : 
Gazettes fent gratis down, andfrank'd, 
For which thy Patron's weekly thank'd ; 
A large Concordance, bound long fince j 
Sermons to Charles the Firft, when Prince : 10 

A Chronicle of ancient (landing; 
A Chryfoftom to fmooth thy band in. 
The Polyglott— three parts,— my text, 
Howbeit,— likewife— now to mynexjt* 
Lo here the Septuagint, — and Paul, 15 

To fum the whole, — the clofe of; all. 

He that has thefe, may pafs. hi« life. 

Drink with the 'Squire, and kifs.his Wife$. 

On Sundays preach, and eat his fill ; 

And fall on Friday s if he, will ; ao 

Toaft Church and Queen, explain the. News, 

Talk with Church- Wardens about Pews, 

Pray heartily for fome new Gift, 

* And make his head at Doctor Swift. 

A BARE- 
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A FAREWELL TO LONDON 

' IN THE YEAR 1715. 

TpvEAR, danuTd, diftra&ing town, farewell! 
*~* Thy fools no more I'll teize : 
This year in peace, ye critics, dwell, 
Ye harlots, fleep at eafe ! 

Soft B and rough C - - -, adieu ! 

Earl Warwick make your moan, 
The lively H - - - - k and you 

May knock up whores alone. 

To drink and droll be Rowe allowed 

Till the third watchman toll j 
Let Jervais gratis paint, and Frowde 

Save three-pence and his foul. 

Farewell Arbuthnot's raillery 

On every learned fot 5 
And Garth, the beft good chriftian he, 

Although he knows it not. 

■ 

■ Lintot, farewell ! thy bard muft go 5 

Farewel, unhappy Tonfon ! 
.Heaven gives thee, for thy lofs of Rowe, 

Lean Philips, and fat Johnfon. 

Why (hould I ftay ? Both parties rage $ 

My vixen miftrefs fqualls j 
The wits in envious feuds engage 5 

And Homer (damn him!) calls. 

Aai The 
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The love of arts lies cold and dead 

In Halifax's urn 5 
And not one Mufe of all he fed, 

Has yet the grace to mourn . 

My friends, by turns, my friends confound, 

Betray, and are betray'd : 
Poor Y - - r's fold for fifty pound, 

And B - - - - 11 is a jade. 

Why make I friendships with the great, 

When I no favour feek ? 
Or follow girls feven hours in eight ? -» - 

I need but once a week. 

Still idle, with a bufy air, 

Deep whimfics to contrive $ 
The gayeft valetudinaire, 

Moft thinking rake alive. 

Solicitous for others ends, 

Though fond of dear repofe ; 
Carelefs or drowfy with my friends, 

And frolick with my foes. 

Luxurious lobfter-nights, farewell, 

For fober, ftudious days ! 
And Burlington's delicious meal, 

For fallads, tarts, and peafe ! 

Adieu to all but Gay alone, 

Whofe foul, fmcere and free, 
Loves all mankind, but flatters none, 

And fo may ftarve with me # 

A DIA« 
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» 

A DIALOGUE. 

Pope, Q IN CE my old friend is grown fo great, 
^ As to be minifter of ftate, 
I'm told (but 'tis not true I hope) 
That Craggs will be afliam'd of Pope. 

Craggs. Alas ! if I am fuch a creature, 

To grow the worfe for growing greater ; 
Why faith, in fpite of all my brags, 
'Tis Pope muft be afham'd of Craggs, 



EPIGRAM. 

Engraved on the Collar of a Dog, which I gave to his 

Royal Highnefs. 



I 



Am his Highnefs* dog at Kew; 
Pray tell me, Sir, whofe dog are you ? 



I 



EPIGRAM. 

Occafioned by an Invitation to Court. 

N the lines that you fent, are the Mufes and Graces ; 
You' ve the Nine in your wit, and the Three in your 
faces. 



A FRAG- 
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A FRAGMENT. 

WHAT are the falling rills, the pendant (hades, 
The morning "bowers, the evening colonnades, 
But foft recefles for th* uneafy mind 
To figh unheard in, to the patting wind ! 
So the ftruck deer, in fome fequefter'd part, 
Lies down to die (the arrow in his heart) 
There hid in (hades, and wailing day by day, 
Inly he bleeds, and pants his foul away. 



VE R S E S left by Mr. Pope, on his lying in the fame 
Bed which Wilmot the celebrated Earl of Rochefter 
flept in, at Adderbury, then belonging to the Duke of 
Argyle, July 9th, 1739. 

TTTlTH no poetic ardour fir'd 

* * I prefs the bed where Wilmot lay 5 
That here he lov*d, or here expir'd, 
Begets no numbers grave, or gay. 

3ut in thy roof* Argyle> are bred 

Such thoughts as prompt the brave to lie 

Stretch'd out in honour's nobler bed, 
Beneath a nobler roof —the (ky. 

'Such flames as high in patriots burn, 

Yet (loop to blefs a child or wife j 

And fuch as wicked kings may mourn, 

When freedom is more dear than life. 
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